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TO THE KING. 

SIR, 

WHILE roy dcceafcd hiifband was er.gr ~cd in 
the following long and laborioiii wcri:, Ik* 
was not a little fupportcd in it, by the honour v/jiicli 
he propofed to himlelt of dedicating it to your l.iCuii 
Majefty. This defign, which had given him £o much 
pleafure for fome years, out-laftcd his abilities to pvt 
it in execution : for, when his life was deipaircd of, 
and this part of the book remained unfinlfhed, he cx- 
preffed to me his defire, that this Tranflation ihould 
be laid at your Majefty's feet, as a mark of that zeal and 
veneration which he had always entertuined for your 
Majefty's Royal Perfon and virtues. Had hu iiv.d 
to have made his own addrefs to your Majelly iipon 
this occafion, he would have been able in Ibmt mcu- 
fure to have done julHce to that exalted charnciLr, 
which it becomes fuch as I am to admire in filcncc : 
being incapable of reprefenting my dear hufband in 
any tiling, but in that profound hiunility and rcipecl, 
with which I am, 

May it pleafe your Majefty, 

Your Majefty's moft dutiful 

and moft obedient fervant, 

ANNE ROWE. 

B z 
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6 PRE FA C E T O 

reafon why his life is not to be found at any length, 
in the writings of his conteipporaries, is the fear they 
we^Tn of Nero's refentmenf, who could not bear 'to 
have the life of a man fet in a tiue light, whom, to- 
gether with his uncle Seneca, he had facrificed to his 
revenge. Notwithftanding this, we have fome hints 
Tn wnters who lived near this time, that leave us not 
altogether, in the dark, about the life and works of 
this extraordinary young man. 

Marcus Annaeus Lucan was of an equeftrian fa- 
mily of Rome, bom at Corduba in Spain, about the 
year of our Saviour 39, in the reign of Caligula. 
His family had been tranfplanted from Italy to Spain 
a cbnfiderable time before, and were invefted' with 
fcveral dignities and employments in that remote pro- 
vince of the Roman empire. His father was Marcu,s 
Annxus Mela, or Mella, a man of a diftinguiihed 
merit and intereft in his country, and not the lefs in 
cfteem for bemg the brother of the great philofopher 
Seneca. His mother was Acilia the daughter of 
Acilius Lucanus, one of the moft eminent orators cf 
his time r and it was from his grandfather that he 
took the name of Lucan. The ftory that is told of 
Hefiod and Homer, of a fwarm of bees hovering about 
them in their cradle, is likewife told of Lucan, and 
probably with equal truth : but whether true or not, 
it is a propf of the high efteem paid to him by the 
ancients, as a poet. 

He was hardjy eight months old when he was 
brought from his native country to Rome, that he 

might 
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wight take the £rft imprcflion of the Latin tongue in 
the city where it was fpoke in the greateft purity. I 
wonder then to find fome critics detraft from hi* 
language, as if it took a tinfturc from the place of 
liis birth $ nor can I be brought to think otherwifc, 
'dian that the language he writes in, is as pure Roman 
as any that was writ in Nero's time. As he grew up, 
his parents educated him with a care that became a 
promifing genius, and the rank of his family. His 
mafters were Rhemmius Polaemon, the grammarian j 
then Flavius Virginius, the rhetorician; and lalily, 
Cornutus, the ftoic philofopher 5 to which fe£l he evtr 
after addided himfelf. 

it "was 'in the courfe of thefe ihidies he contra6>e'i 
an intimate friendfhip with Aulus Pcrfius, the fatiri li- 
lt is no wonder that two men, whofe geniules were lb 
much alike, fhould unite and become agreeable to one 
another 5 for if we confider Lucan critically, we ihail 
find in him a ftrong bent towards Satire. Kis man- 
ner, it is true, is more declamatory and difTule ihaii 
Perfius : but Satire is ftiil in his view, and the whole 
Pharfalia appears to me a continued inveftive againil 
ambition and unbounded power. 

The progrefs he made in all parts of learning muft 
needs have been very great, confidcring the. pregnancy 
of his genius, and the nice care that was taken in cul- 
tivating it by a fuitable education : nor is it to be 
queftioned, but befides the mafters I have named, h: 
had likewife the example and inftruftions of his uncle 
Seneca, the moft conlpicuous man then of Rome lor 
B 4 learning. 
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jearning, wit, and morals. Thus he fet out ^n fhr 
world with the gico-tefi advanta^i-s poihble, a nobk 
birth, an opulent ibrtiinc, ^re?.t rei;itions, ar.-l withstU 
the friend Iliip and protection of zn uncle, who, beddes 
his othtr prefenncnts in the empire, was favourite, as 
well as tutor, lo the tTiiperor. But Rhetoric feems to 
have been the art he excwiicd moll ra, and valued 
himftlf mod uponi for all wriiers agree, he declaimed 
in public when but fourteen years old, both in Greek 
and Latin, wiih univerfal applaufe. To this purpofc 
It is obf.ivable, that he has :iiie:;perfcd a great many 
orations in the- i'i^r.; (alia, And ihefc are acknowkdged 
by ail to be vay fliining parts of the Poem. Whence 
it is that Quln.i'iaij, the be& judge in thefe matters, 
reci;ons hini nr.ong tlic rlietoricians, rather than the 
pccts, though he was certainly mailer of botli theie 
arts in a high degree. 

His uncle t,eneca being then in great fuyoixr with 
JMero, and having the care of that prince's education 
committed to hiin, it is probable he introduced his 
nephew to the court and acquaintance of the emperor « 
and it appears from an old fragment of his life, that 
he fent for him from Athens, where he was at his 
ftudics, to Ronie for that puipofe.. Every one knows, 
that Nero, for the five firft years of his reign, cither 
reall) was, or pretended to be, endowed with ail the 
amiable qualities that became an emperor and a phi- 
lofopher. It muft have been in this ftage of Nero's 
}ife, that Lucan has offered up to him that poetical 
iwcenfe we .find in the FirH Book of the Pharfalia : for 

it 
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it is Dot to be imagined, that a mnn of Lucan'^ 
temper would flatter Nero in fo {rix>fs a manner, if he 
had then thrown ofF the muik of virtue, and :>p;)L:ircd 
in fuch bloody colours as he aftcrwai-ds did. No ! 
Lucan^s i'oul ic.ms to have been calt in another n:old: 
and he that dtirlt, throughout the whole Pharliil'n, 
cTpoufe the party of Pompey, and the caufc of Rome 
again ft Csel'ar, coiUd never have ibooped io vilely low, 
as to celebrate a tyrant and a monfter in fuch an open 
manner. I know Ibme Commentators have judged 
that compliment to Nero to be meant ironically ; but 
it feems to me plain to be in the greatcft earncii : and 
it is more than probable, that if Nero had been as 
wicked iit iliDt time as he became afterwards, Lucan's 
life had paid for his irony. Now It is agreed on by 
all writers, that he continued for forae ti:r.c in the 
hightlt favour and friemlliiip with Neio; and it was 
to that favour, as well as his merit, that he cuccl his 
being made Quaeftor, and admitted into the College of 
Augurs, before he attained the age required for thefc 
offices : in the firft of which pofts he exhibited to the 
l)eopie of Rome a fliow of gladiators at a -lalt exptnce. 
It was in this fun-/hinc of life Lucan married Polla 
Ar^tiitaria, the daughUr of Poiliiis Arjxnt::!!!!^, a 
Roman Senator; a lady of noble- birth, great fortune, 
and famed beauty ; who, to ►dd to her other e;vC(.l- 
lencies, was accomplifhed in all parts of lcnn,in\;; 
inlomuch, that the thrtc 1: irft Books of the Ph: rlhlia 
are faid to have been revifed and corre^ed by her in 
his life-time, 

JIovv 
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How he came to decline in Nero's favour, we ha?« 
410 account that I Jcnow of in hiftory } and it is agreed 
by all that he loft it gradually, till he became his 
utter averfion. No doubt, Lucan^s virtue, and his 
:principles of liberty, muft make him hated by a man 
of Nero's temper. But there aj^ars to have been n 
great deal of envy in the cafe, blended with his othet 
j>rejudices againft him, upon the account of his poetry. 

Though the fpirit and height of the Roman poetry 
'was fomewhat declined from what it had been in the 
time of Augnihis, yet it was ftili" an art beloved and 
cultivated. Nero himfelf was not -only fond of it to 
the higheft degree, but, as moft bad poets are, was 
jvain and conceited of his performances in that kind, 
lie valued himielf moreoipon his fkill in that art, and 
in muiic, than on the purple he wore 5 and bore it 
Jbetter to be thought a bad emperor, than a bad poet 
ior muiician. Now Lucan, though then in favour, 
•was too honeft and too open to applaud the bombaft 
'ftufF that Nero was every day repeating in public. 
Xucan appears to have been much of the temper of 
Philoxenus, the philofopher j who, for not approving 
jthe verfes of Dionyiius the tyrant of Syracufe, was_ 
by his order condemned to the ^mines. Upon the 
promife of amendment, the philofopher was fet at 
Jiberty 5 but Dionyiius repeating to him fome of his 
wretched performances in full expectation of having 
them approved, ** Enough," cries out Philoxenus, 
« caiTy me back to the mines." But Lucan carried 
this j>oint further, and had the imprudence to difpute 

the 
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the prize of eloquence with Nero in a folemn public 
alTembly. The judges in that trial were fo juft and 
bold as to adjudge the reward to Lucan, which was 
Fame and a Wreath of Laurel ; but in return he loft 
for ever the favour of his competitor. He foon felt 
the efFe£ls of the emperor's refentment, for the next 
day Jie had an order fcnt him, never jnore to plead at 
the bar, nor repeat any of his performances in public, 
as all the eminent orators and poets were ufed to do. 
It is no wonder that a young man, an admirable 
poet, and one confcious enough of a fupcrior genius, 
fhould be ftung to the quick by this barbarous treat- 
ment. In revenge, he omitted no occalion to treat 
Nero^s verfes with the utmoft contempt, and cxpcfe 
them and their author to ridicule. 

In this behaviour towards Nero, he was fecondcd 
by his friend Peiiius; and no doubt, they diverted 
themfelves often alone at the emperor's cxpcnce. 
Perfius went fo far, that he dared to attack openly 
fome of Nero's verfes in his firft Satire, where he 
brings-in his friend and himfelf repeating tiicni. I 
believe a fample of them may not be unacceptable to 
the reader, as tranflated thus by Mr. Dryden : 

Friend. But to raw numbers and unfinifli'd veift.-. 
Sweet found is added now, to make it terfe. 
'Tis tagg'd with rhyme like Berecynthian Atys, 
The mid part chimes with art that never fiat is, 
** The Dolphin brave, 
•* That cut the liquid wave, 

'' Or 
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" Or he who in his line, 
*< Can chime the long-rib Apennine.** 
Persius. All this is dogrel ftuff. 
Friend. What if I bring 
A nobler verfe ? " Arms and the man I fing." 
r Pe R s I u 3 .Why name you Virgil with fuch fops as theft! 
He 's tri:ly great, and muft for ever plcafe; 
Not fierce, but awful in his manly page, 
Bold in bis ftrength, but fober in his rage. 
' Frie n d . What poems think you foft ? and to be read 
With languishing regards, and bending head ? 

Per. ** Their crooked horns the Mimallonian crew 
^ ** With blafts infpir'd : and Baflaris, who flew 
-^* The fcornful calf, with fword advanc'd on high, 
-** Made from his neck his haughty head to fly. 
• *' And Msenas, when with ivy bridles bound, ^ 

- ** She led the fpottcd Lynx, then Evion rungaround, > 
** Evionfrom woods and floods repairing echoes found i 

The verfcs marked with commas ape Nero's, and 
it is no wonder that men of fo delicate a tafte as 
Xucan and Perfuis could not dige/l them, though 
made by an emperor. 

About this time the world was grown weary of 
^ero, for a thoufand monflrous cruelties of his life, 
and the continued abufe of the imperial power. Rome 
had groaned long under the weight of them, till at 
length feveral of thelirft rank, headed by Pifo, formed 
-a confpiracy to rid the world of that abandoned 
-rrretch. Lucan hated him upoa a double fcore \ as 
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His country *s enemy and his own, and went heartily 
into the dcllgn. When it was juft ripe for execution, 
it came to be difcovered by Ibme of the accomplices, 
and Lucan was found among the ilrft of the conTpira- 
tors. They were condemned to die, and Lucan had 
the choice of the manner of his death. Up^n this 
occafion fomc authors have taxed him with an aftion, 
which, if true, had been an eternal liain upon his 
name, that, to fave his life, he informed ag^ainll his 
mother. This fcory feems to me to be a mecr calumny, 
and invented only to detra6l from his fame. It is 
certainly the raort UjI likely thing in the world, con- 
iidering the whole coiulucV of his life, and that noble 
fcheme of philolopliy and morals he had imbibed fioin 
his infancy, and which fhines in every page of his 
Pharfalia. It is probable, Nero himfclf, or feme of 
his flatterers, might invent the ftory,. to blacken his 
rival to polterity; and fome unwary authors have 
afterwards taken it up on truft, without examining 
into the truth of it. We have fevcral fragments of 
his life, where this particular is not to be found ; and, 
which makes it ftill the more improbable to me, the 
writers that mention it, have tacked to it another 
iKilumny yet more improbable, that he accufed her 
\injuftly. As this accufation contradi6is the whole 
tenor of his li/j, fo it does the manner of his death. 
It is univerfally agreed, that, havi:ig chofe to have the 
arteries of his arms and legs opened in a hot bath, 
he fupped chcarfuUy with his friends, and then, taking 
Leave of them with the greateft tranquillity of mind 

and 
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<< valour of Achilles, and Heftor^s fldll in drivin]^ 

*< of a chariot. Thou flialt draw Priam at the feet 

« of his unrelenting Conqueror, begging the dead 

*' body of his darling Ton. Thou (halt fet open tht 

<* gates of hell for Eurydice, and thy Orpheus fhaH 

** have the preference in a full theatre, in fpite of 

** Nero's envy ;" alluding to the difpute for the prize 

between him and Wcro, where the piece exhibited by 

I^ucan was Orpheus's defcent into hell. " Thoti 

<« (lialt relate (continues Calliope) that flame which 

** the execrable tyrant kindled, to lay in afhes the- 

•• miftrel3 of the world 5 nor (halt thou be filent in 

*• the praifes that are juftly due to thy beloved wife j. 

** and when thou haft attained to riper years, thou 

" (halt fing, in a lofty ftrain, the fatal fields of Philippi, 

*' white with Roman bones, the dreadful battle of 

** Pharfalia, and the thundering wars of that great 

** captain, who, by the renown of his arms, merited 

** to be inrolled among the gods. In that work 

«* (continues Calliope) thou (halt paint, hi never- 

«* fading colours, the auftere virtues of Cato, who 

•* fcomed to out -live the liberties of his country j and 

*« the fate of Pompay, once the darling of Rome. 

•* Thou flialt, like a true Roman, weep over the 

*' crime of the young tyrant Ptolemy 5 and flialt 

•' raife to Porapcy, by the power of thy eloquencCj 

<* a higher monument than the Egyptian pyramids. 

" The poetry of Ennius (adds Calliope) and th< 

•* learned fire of Lucretius, the one that conduced 

*^ the Argonauta through fiKh vaft itras to the con- 
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*' queft of the golden fleece, the other that could 
*' ftrike an infinite number of forms from the firft 
" atoms of matter, both of them (hall give place to 
" tJiee without the leaft envy, and even the divine 
" iEneid (hall pay thee a juft rcfpea.'* 

Thus far Statius concerning Lucan's workj and 
fven Lucan in two places of the Pharfalia has pro- 
mifed himfelf immortality to his Poem. The iirll i» 
in the Seventh Book, which I beg leave to give in profe, 
though Mr. Rowe has done it a thoufand times better 
in verfe. ** One day (fays he) when thtfe wars fliall 
" be fpoken-of in ages yet to come, and among na- 
" tjons far remote from this clime, whether from the 
'* voice of fame alone, or the real value I have given 
<* them by this my hiftory, thofe that read it (h?A\ 
** alternately hope and fear for the great events therein 
" contained. In vain (continues he) (hall they offer 
" up their vows for the righteous caufe, aid (land 
" thunderftruck at fo many various turns of fortune s 
** nor (hall they read them as things that are already 
** paft, but with that concern as if they were yet to 
" come, and (hall range themfelves, O Pompey, on 
« thy fide." 

The other pailage, which is in the Ninth Book, 
rcay be tranflated thus ; " Oh ! Cxfar, profane thou 
" not through envy the funeral monuments of thcfe 
" great patriots, that fell here facrifices to thy ambi- 
" tion. If there may be allowed any renown to a 
** Roman Mufe, while Homer's verfes (liall be 
'« thought worthy of praife, they that fndl live after 
C '* us, 
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«* us, fliall read his and mine together: My Phar- 
" falia fhall live, and no time nor age fhall confign it 
'* to oblivion." 

This is all that I can trace from the ancients, or him- 
felf, concerning Lucan's life and writings ; and indeecl 
there is fcarcie any one author, either ancient or modern, 
that mentions him but with the greateft refpeft and 
the higheft encomiums, of which it would be tedious 
to give more inftances, 

I defign not to enter into any criticifm on the Phar- 
falia, though I had ever fo much leifure or ability for 
it. I hate to oblige a certain fet of men, that read 
the ancients only to find fault with them, and feem 
to live only on the excrements of authors. I beg 
leave to tell thefe gentlemen, that Lucan is not to be tried 
by thofe rules of an Epic Poem, which they have drawn 
from the Iliad or ^neid ; for if they allow him not 
the honour to be on the fame foot with Homer or 
Virgil, they muft do him the juftice at leaft, as not 
to try him by laws founded on their model. The 
Pharfalia is properly an Hiftorical Heroic Poem, be- 
caufe the fubjeft is a known true ftory. Now with 
our late critics. Truth is an unneceflary trifle for aii 
Epic Poem, and ought to be thrown aiide as a curb 
to invention. To have every part a mere web of 
their own brain, is with them a diftinguifhing mark 
of a mighty genius in the Epic way. Hence it is^ 
thefe critics obferve, that the favourite poems of that 
kind do always produce in the mind of the reader the 
higheft wonder and fuiprize j and the more improbable 

the 
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fhe ftory is, ftill the more wonderful and furprizlng. 
Much good' may this notion of theirs do thein ; but, 
to my tafte, a fa£l very extraordinary in its kind, 
that is attended with furprizing circumftances, big 
with the higheft events, and condu6led with all the 
arts of the moft confummate wifdom, does not ftrike 
the lefs flrong, but leaves a more lading impreflion on 
my mind, for being true. 

If Lucan therefore wants thefe ornaments, he might 
have borrowed from Helicon, or his own invention $ 
he has made us more than ample amends, by the 
great and true events that fall within the compafs of 
his ftory. T am of opinion, that, in his firft defign of 
writing this poem of the civil wars, he refolved to 
Ireat the fubje£l fairly and plainly, and that fabic and 
invention were to have had no /hare in the work : 
but the force of cuftom, and the defign he had 
to induce the generality of readers to fall in Jove 
with liberty, and abhor llavcry, the principal dcli^^ii 
of the .poem, induced him to enibellifh it with ibr.ic 
fables, that without them his books would not be io 
aniverfally read : fo much was fable the delij3hi -^i 
the Roman people. 

If any ihall objtft to his privilege of being exaiiiiiitd 
and tried as an hiftoiian, that he has given in to vrS 
poetical province of invention and fi6lion, in the Sixth 
book, where Sixtus enquires of the Theflalian v.l'.ca 
Eridlho the event of the civil v/ar, and the fate of Rcmc j 
-it may be anfwered, that perhaps the ftory was true, 
♦r at lead it was commonly believed to be lb in his 
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time, which is a fufficient excufe for Lucan to have 
inferted it. It i^ true, no other author mentions it. 
But it is nfual to find fome one paffage in one hir-» 
torian, that is not mentioned in any other, though 
they treat of the fame fubjeft. For though I am fully 
perfuaded that all thefe Oracles and Refponfes, fo 
famous in the pagan world, were the mere cheats of 
priefts ; yet the belief of them, and of magic and 
witchcraft, was univerfally received at that time. 
Therefore Lucan may very well be excufed for falling- 
in with a popular error, whether he himfelf believed 
it or no, efpecially when it ferved to enliven and em- 
bellifli his ftory. If it be an error, it is an error all 
the ancients have fallen into, both Greek and Roman : 
And Livy, the prince of the Latin hiftorians, abounds 
in fuch relations. That it is not below the dignity 
and veracity of an hiftorian to mention fuch things, 
we have a late inftance in a noble author of our time, 
who has likewife wrote the civil wars of his country, 
and intermixt in it the ftory of the ghoft of the duke of 
Buckingham's father. 

In general, all the aflions that Lucan relates in the 
courfeofhis hiftory are true j nor is it any impeachment 
of his veracity, that fometimes he diifers in place, 
manner, or circumftances of aftions, from other wri- 
ters, any more than it is an imputation on them, that 
they differ from him. We ourfelves have feen, in the 
courfe of the late two famous wars, how differently 
almoft every battle and ficge has been reprefeqted, and 
fometimes by thofe of the fa«ie fide, when at the fame 

tine I 
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time there be a thoufand living witnefles, ready t* 
coDtradi£l any falfehoody that partiality ihould impoft 
upon the world. This 1 may affirm, the moft im- 
portant events, and the whole thread of a^on In 
Lucan, are agreeable to the uqivcrfal confent of all 
authors, that have treated of the civil wars of Rome. 
If now and then he differs from them in leffer inci- 
dents or circumfiances, let the critics in hidory de> 
citfe the queftion : for my part, I am willing to take 
them for anecdotes iirft difcovered and publilhed by 
Lucan, which may at leaft. conciliate to him the favour 
of our late admirers of Secret Hiftory. 

After all I have faid on this head, I cannot but in 
fome meafure call in queftion fome parts of Caefar's 
character as dnwn by Lucan ; which feem to me not 
altogether agreeable to truth, nor to the univerfal con- 
fent of hiftory. I wiih I could vindicate him in fome 
of his perfonal reprefentations of men, and Caefar in 
particular, as I can do in the narration of the prin- 
cipal events and feries of his ftory. He is not content 
only to deliver him down to pofterity, as the fubvertcr 
of the laws and liberties of his country, which he truly 
was, and than which, no greater infamy can poflibly 
be caft upon any name : but he defcribes him as pur- 
fuing that abominable end, by the moft execrable me- 
thods, and fome that were not in Carfhr's nature to be 
guilty of. Caifar was certainly a man far from re- 
venge, or delight in blood; and he made appear, fn . 
the exercif'c of the fupreme power, a. noble and gene- 
rous inclination to clemency upon all occafions : even 
C 3 Lucan, 
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Lucan, though never fo much his enemy^ has- not 
omitted his generous ufageof Domttius at CorSnium^or 
of Afranins and Petreius, vrhen they were his priibners' 
in Spain. What can be then faid for Lucan, when 
he repreients him riding in triumph over the field of 
PhaHalia, the day after the battle, taking- delight ia 
that horrid landikip of Slaughter and Blood, and foa^ 
bidding the bodies of fo many brave Romans to be 
either buried or burnt ? Not any one paiTage of Caeffr^s 
life gives countenance to a ftory like this : and how 
commendable fbever the zeal of a writer may be^ 
againft the oppreflbr of his country, it ought not to 
have tranfported him to fuch a degree of malevolence, 
as to paint the moft merciful conqueror that ever was, 
in colours proper only for the moft favage natures. 
But the effefts of prejudice and partiality are unac- 
countable 5 and there is not a day of Iiie> in which 
even the beft of men are not guilty of them in fome 
degree or other. How many inftances have we in 
hiftory of the beft princes treated as the worft of men,, 
by the pens of authors that were highly prejudiced ■ 
againft them I 

Shall we wonder then, that the Roman people, 
fmarting under the laflies of Nero's tyranny, ihould 
exclaim in the bittereft terms againft the memory of 
Julius Cxfar, fince it was from him that Nero de- 
rived that power to ufe mankind as he did ? Thofe 
that lived in Lucan's time, did not confider fo much ! 
what Caefar vras in his own perfon, or temper, as what ] 
he was the occalion of to them. It is very probable, 

there ' 
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time were a great many dreadful ftoriet of him hand- 
ed about by tradition among the multitude ; and even 
ipen of (enfe might give credit to them £6 far as to 
ftiget his clemencyi and remember his ambition, to 
wbich they imputed all the cruelties and devaftatiuns 
committed by his fuccefTon. Refentments of this kind 
in the foul of a man, fonj} of the ancient conftitution of 
the commonwealtby fuch as Lucan was, might betray 
kirn to believe, upon too flight grounds, whatever was 
to the difadvantage of one he loolced upon as the fub- 
fnter of that conftitution. It was in that quality, 
ttd for that crime alone, that Brutus afterwards 
tabbed him s for perfonal prejudice againft him he had 
Done, and had been highly obliged by him : and it 
was upon that account alone, that Cato fcomcd to 
owe his life to him, though he well knew, Cxf.ir 
would have cfteemed it one of tiie greatcft felicities of 
his, to have had it in his power to pardon him. I 
would not be thought to make an apology for Lujan's 
thus traducing the memory of Ccslir j but wcii'.d t)ri!y 
beg the lame indulgence to his pii tiality, thul we arc 
willing to allow to moft other authors j for I c::r.:-ct 
help believing all hiftorians are more or lels g'ai;:y 
of it. 

I beg leave to obferve one thing further on iIjIs 
head, that it is odd, Lucan fhould thua ni.i. :».'; tiiii 
part of Cselar's character, and yet do hir.i 1'^ \\:v :'.\ 
juftice in the reft. His greatnels cf mind, h:.> i.i lim- 
pid courage, his indefatigable aftivity, Iiis v.. »;, : •• -i- 
mity^ his generolity, his confummate kno.. .cu-o 
C 4 iJ^ 
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in the art of war, and the power and grace of hi» 
eloquence, are all fet forth in the beft light, upon 
every proper occnfion. He never makes him fpeak, 
but it is with all the ftrength of argument, and all^ 
the flowers of rhetoric. It were tedious to enumerate 
every inifauice of this ; and I (hall only mention the 
ipeech to his army* before the battle of Pharfalia, 
which in my opinion furpaifes all I ever read, for the 
eafy noblenefs of expreflion, the proper topics to 
^imate his foldiers, and the force of an inimitable 
eloquence. 

Among Lucan*s few miftakes in matters of faft, 
may be added thofe of geography and aftronomy 5 but 
finding Mr. Rowehas taken fome notice of them in his 
notes, I fliall fay nothing of them. Lucan had nei- 
ther time nor opportunity to vifit the fcenes where the 
a6lions he defcribes were done, as fome other.'.liif- 
torians'both Greek and Roman had, and therefore 
it was no wonder he might commit fome minute er- 
rors in thefe matters. As to aftronomy, the fchemes 
of that noble fcience were but very conje£lural in his 
time, and not reduced to that mathematical certainty 
they have been fince. 

The method and difpofition of a work of this kind, 
muft be mucfc the fame with thole obferved by other 
hiftorians, with one difference only, which I fubmit 
to better judgments : an hiftorian who like Lucan has 
chofen to write in verfe, though he is obliged to have 
ftrift regard to tiiith in every thing he relates, yet 
perhaps he is not obliged to mention all fa6ls, as 

other 
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•iber hiftoriant are. He is not tied down to relate every 
nunute pafiage, or circumftance, if they be not abfo- 
Intely neceflsuy to the main ftory ; efpecially if they 
are iuch as would appear heavy and flat, and confe- 
quently incumber his genius, or his verfe. Ail thefe 
trifling parts of aftion would take oiF from the plea- 
ibre and entertainment, which is the main fcope of 
that manner of writing. Thus the particulars of an 
army^s march, the journal of a fiege, or thb fituation 
of a camp, where they are not fubfervient to the rela- 
tion of feme great and important event, had better be 
fpared than inferted in a work of that kind. In a profe 
writer, thefe perhaps ought, or at leaft may be pro- 
perly and agreeably enough mentioned j of which we 
have innumerable inftances in moft ancient hiftorians, 
and particularly in Thucydides and Livy. 

There is a fault in Lucan againil this rule, and 
that is his long and unneceflary enumeration of tlie fc- 
veral parts of Gaul, where Ciefar's army -was drawn 
leather in the Firft Book. It is enlivened, it is true, 
with fome beautiful verfes he throws in, about the 
ancient Bards and Druids ; but (^11 in the main it is 
dry, and but of little conlequLnce to the lloiy itillf. 
The many ditferent people and cities there meRtii>ncil 
were not Caelar's confederates, as thofe in the tlii-d 
book were Porapey's j and thefe laft are particulr^riy 
named, to exprels how many nations el'pouilrd ihc Tlo 
of Pompey. Thoie reckoned up in Gaul were ci ly 
the places where Caefar's troops had been qu.utorctl, 
and Lucan might with as great propriety have men - 

tioncii 
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tfoned the different routes by which they iiuurched> as 
the garrifons from which they were drawn* Xhis 
therefore^ in my opinion, had been better left out; 
iind I cannot but likewife think> that the digreilion of 
Theflkly, and an account of its firft inhabitants, is 
'tsoo prolix, and not of any great confequence to his 
purpofe. I am fure, it fignifies but little to the civil 
war in general, or the battle of Pharfalia in particular, 
to know how many rivers there are in Theffaly, or 
which of its mountains lies Eaft or Weft. 

But if thefe be faults in Lucan, they are fuch as will 
be found in the moft admired poets, nay, and thought 
excellencies in them j and befides, he has made us 
moft ample amends in the many extraordinary beauties 
of his poem. The ftory itfelf is Noble and Great ; 
for what can there be in hiftory more worthy of our 
knowledge and attention, than a war of the highefl 
importance to mankind, carried-on between the two 
greateft Leaders that ever were, and by a people the 
ffioft renowned for arts and arms, and who were at 
that time mafters of the world ? What a poor fubjcft 
is that of the ^neid, when compared with this of the 
Pharfalia ! And what a defpicable figure does Aga- 
memnon, Homer's King of Kings, make, when com- 
pared with chiefs, who, by faying only, ** be thou a 
King," made far greater kings than him ! The fcene 
of the Ilia^ contained but Greece, fome iflands in the 
^gean and Ionian feas, with a very little part of the 
Lefler Afia : this of the civil war of Rome drew after 
it almoft all the nations of the then known world. 

Troy 




Ttaf imilMifca'liltltftMra, of the iitck kSi^doin of 
I w rf h ii ^ ete RiMBt ^Mt tbca niftraft of an em. 
tt AadMd finm tlw ftraki of' Hncvlet, and 
ioiU| to tho £i^imtfetf and from die 
tlK Bwdne and the Oifpfaa leat, to 
nd MduBt Adas. TIk inlarilaUe Virgil 
ii jtt wove iiaifeu c d in hit fnb^; JfeneUy a poor 
ii^twe ftw Ttoj, witk a lundlill of fbllowen, 
Mea 8t lalbin ItiJyi and all tiw enqm Aat inunor- 
iri |CB OBold give hamf U but a lew wSm npon the 
lankaiof die Tiber. So taft a dii^roportion there is 
i U w am die inportanoe of the fubjeft of die JGneid and 
ditt oC ikc Pharialia, that we find one fiiigle Roman, 
Ckidbat safterof mdre flares on hit cftatr, than Virgira 
Ian had iubjefb. In fine, it may be ftid, nothing can 
cacttfis bim for his choice, but that he defigned his 
hero lor the apceftor of Rome, and the Jnlian race. 

I cannot leave this parallel, without taking notice, 
to what a height of power the Roman empire was then 
aimed, in an inftance of Caefar himfelf, when but pro- 
coorul of Gaul, and before it is thought he ever 
dfttuned of what he afterwards attained to : it is in 
one of Cicero's letters to him, wherein ^he repeats 
die words of Csefar^s letters to him fbme time before. 
The words are thefe; ** As to what concerns Marcus 
•• Purius, whom you recommended to me, I will, if 
^ you pleafe, make him king of Gaul ; but, if you 
** would have me advance any other friend of yours, 
** fend him to me."" it was no new thing for citizens 
of Rome, fuch as Csefar was, to difpofe of kingdoms 

as 
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as tkey pteafed; and C^efar^him^elf had taken awa.^ 
Deiotarus^s kingdom from him, and given it to ^ 
private gentleman of Pergamum. But there is on^ 
furprizing inftance more, of the prodigious greatnei^ 
of the Roman power, in the affair of king Antiochus^ 
and that long before the height it arrived to, at th^ 
breaking forth of the civil war. That prince was. 
mailer of all Egypt 5 and, marching to the conqueft oF" 
Phoenicia, Cyprus, and the other appendixes of that 
empire, Popilius overtakes him in his full march, with 
letters from the fenate, and refufes to give him his 
hand till he had read them. Antiochus, ftartled at 
the command that was contained in thenr, to ftop the 
progrefs of his viftories, alked a fhort time to coa- 
fider of it. Popilius makes a circle about him with 
a ftick he had in his hand, ** Return me an anfwer,*' 
faid he, " before thou ftirreft out of this circle, or 
** the Roman people are no more thy friends." 
Antiochus, after a fhort paufe, told him with the 
loweft fubmiflion, he would obey the lenate's com- 
mands. Upon which, Popilius gives him his hand, and 
lalutes him a friend of Rome. After Antiochus had 
given up fo great a monarchy, and fuch a torrent of 
fuccefs, upon receiving only a few words in writing, 
he had indeed reafon to fend word to the fenate, as 
he did by his ambafladors, that he had obeyed their 
commands, with the fame fubniiflion, as if they had 
been fent him from the immortal gods. 

To leave this digreffion. It were the height of 
arrogance to detra^l ever fo little from Homer or Virgil, 

who 
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dpIio have kept podeffion of die firft placet, among the 
poets of Greece and Rome, fiar to many ages : 3ret 
I hope I maybe forgiven, if I fay there are feveral 
jofiges In both, that appear to me trivial, and below 
4e dignity that flunei almoft in every page of Lucan. 
It were to take both the Iliad and ^neid in pieces, 
to prove this t but I (ball only take notice of one in- 
iaace, and diat is, the different colouring of Virgirs 
hero, and Ltican*s Celar, in a fiorm. Aneas is 
dikwB vreeping, and in the greateft confufion and 
ddpair, though he had aflurance from the gods that 
he fliould one day lettle and raife a new empire in 
half. Csefiur, on the contrary, is leprefented per- 
feftly icdate, and fite from ^uu** His courage and 
magnanimity brighten-up as much upon this occaiion, 
as afterwards they did at the battles of Pfaariaiia and 
Munda. Courage would have coft Virgil nothmg, 
to have beftowed it on his hero; and he might as 
eafily have thrown him upon the coaft of Carthage ia 
a calm temper of mind, as in a panic fear. 

St. Evremont is very feverc upon Virgil on this ac- 
count, and has criticized upon his chara&er of ^ueas 
io this manner. When Virgil tells us, 
" Extemplo ^neae folvuntur frigore membra, 
" Ingemit, &duplices tendens adiiderapalmas, &c,^* 
" Seized as be is," fays St. Evremont, «* with this 
" chilnefs through all his limbs, the firft fign of life 
" we find in him, is his groaning ; then he lifts up his 
'' hands to heaven, and, in all appearance, would 

•* implore 
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^* implore its fuccour, if the condition wherein the 
** good hero finds himfelf^ would afford him ftrength 
**i enough to raife his mind to the gods, and pray 
** with attention. His foul, which could not apply 
'< itfelf to any thing elfe, abandons itfelf to lamen- 
-*< tations ; and like thofe defolate widows, who upon 
*.« the firft trouble chey meet with, wifti they were in 
•** the grave with their dear hufbands, the poor ^neas 
' *< bewails his not having perilled before Troy witk 
** He£lor, and efteems them very happy who left their 
*^ bones in the bofom of £b fweet and dear a country. 
** Some people,'* adds he, " may perhaps believe he 
'** fays fo, becaufe he envies their happinefsT; but I 
** am perfuaded, fays St. Evremont, it is for fear 
** of .the danger that threatens him." The fame au- 
thor, after he has expofed his want of courage, adds^ 
** The good j^neas hardly ever concerns himfeif in 
** any important or glorious defign : it is enough for 
** him that he difcharges his confcience in the office 
*' of a pious, tender, and compailionate man. He 
** carries his father on his (houiders, he conjugally 
<< laments his dear Creiifa, he caufes his nurfe to be 
** interred, and makes a funeral pile for his trufty 
** pilot Paiinurus, for whom he /heds a thoufand 
** tears. Here is (fays he) a foiTy hero in paganifm, 
** who would have made an admirable faint among 
** fpme chriftians." In fhort, it is St. Evremont'* 
opinion, " he was fitter to make a founder of an order 
" than a ftate." 
Thus far, and perhaps too far, St. Evremont: I 
4 t^ff 
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%eg leave to takcBodcey that tlieftonn in Lucftn It drawn 
k iraiiger eotom, and ftriket the mind with greater 
tenor, tl»B Aat of Virgil ; notwithftandlng the firft 
lit BO fup e t na tmil caufe afBgned for it, and the latter 
k niftd hf a god, at the inftigation of t goddefs* 
tiHt wna both wile and-fifter of Jupiter, 

In Ac Phar&lia» moft of the tranftdiont and erentt, 
Aaft fcM apofe Hie ielation» are wonderAil and fur- 
|riaing» ihoQ^ tmei i» well as inftniftiTe and enter- 
llimng. To ennroerate them all, were to tranfcribe 
* the wDik iticdf, and therefore I fhall only hint at fonie 
if Ae moft remaritable. With what dignity, and 
jaftieia of charafter, are the two great rivals, Pompey 
ind GsiaTy introduirad in the Firft Book $ and how 
Wantifully, and with what a mafterly art, are they 
•ppoM to one another? add to this, t)ie juiteft fnni-* 
Ktodes by which their di^rent charafters Jtrc iiluftra- 
ted in tfie Second and Ninth Book. Who can but ad- 
aiire the figure that Cato^s virtue makes, in more 
places than one ? And I perfuade myfelf, if Lucan had 
fired to finifli his defign, the death of that ilhi.lrious 
Koman had made one of the moft moving, as well as 
wt of^ the moft fublime epifodes of his poem. In the 
Third Book Pompey^s dream, Cxfar's breaking open 
the temple of Saturn, the iiege of Marfeilles, the 
fta-fight, and iJiefacred grove, have each of them their 
pirticnlar excellence, that in my opinion come very 
Httlc fliort of any thing we find in Homer or Virgil. 

In the Fourth Book, there are a great many charm** 
'^ incidents, and among the rtft, that of the foldiers 

running 
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running out of their camp to meet and embrace one 
another, and the deplorable ftory of Vulteiu&. rPhe 
Fifth BooJL affords us a fine account of the oracle of 
Delphi, its origin, the manner of its delivering an* 
fwers, and the reafon of its then filence. Then^ upon 
the occafion of a mutiny in Csfar^s camp near Pla- 
centia, in his manner of pafling the Adriatic in a 
fmall boat, amidft the florm I hinted at, he has given 
us the nobleft and befl image of that gre&t man. But 
what affefls me above all, is the parting of Pompey 
and Cornelia, in the end of the Book, It has fome- 
thing in it as moving and tender, as ever was felt, or 
perhaps imagined. 

In the defcription of the witch Eriftho, in the 
Sixth Book, we have a beautiful pifture of horror j 
for even works of that kind have their beauties in 
poetry, as well as in painting. The Seventh Book is 
anoft taken up with what relates to the famous battle 
of Pharfalia, which decided the fate of Rome. It it 
fo related, that the reader may rather think himfelf 
a fpe6^ator of, or even engaged in, the battle, than fo 
remote from the age in which it was fought. There 
is, towards the end of this Book, a noble majeftic 
defcription of the general Conflagration, and of that 
laft cataftrophe, which muA put an end to this frame 
of heaven and earth. To this is added, in the moft 
elevated ftyle, his fentiments of the ** Immortality of 
*' the Soul," and of rewards and puniihments after this 
life. All thefe are touched with the nicefl delicacy of 
cxpreiHon and thought, eipecially that about the uni- 

verfal 
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▼ficfal Confiagratton ; and agrees with what we find of 
it in Holy AVrit. In fo much that I am willing to 
believe Lucan might hare converfed with St. Peter 
at Rome, if it be true he was ever there ; or he might 
have feen that Epiftle of his, wherein he gives us the 
ray fame idea of it. 

In the Eighth Book, our {>aflions are again touched 
with the misfortunes of Cornelia and Pompey ; but 
efpecially with the death, and unworthy funeral, of 
the latter. In this Book is likewife drawn, with the 
greateft art, the charader of young Ptolemy and his 
roinifters ; particularly that of the villain Photinus 
Is exquiiitely expofed in his own fpeech in council. 

In the Ninth Book, after the apotheofis of Pompey, 
Cato is introduced as the fitteft man after him to head 
the cauie of Liberty and Rome. This Book is the 
longeft, and, in my opinion, the moft entertaining in 
the whole poem. The march of Cato through the 
deferts of Libya, affords a noble and agreeable va- 
riety of matter ; and the virtue of his hero, amidft 
thefe diiireires through which he leads him, feems every 
where to deferve thofe raptures of praife he beftows 
upon him. Add to this, the artful defcriptions of 
the various poifons with which thefe deferts abounded, 
and their different efFe£ls iipon human bodies, than 
which nothing can be more moving or poetical. 

But Cato^s anfvver to Labienus in this Book, upon 

his deHring him to confult the oracle of Jupiter 

Hammon about the event of. the civil war, and the 

fortune of Rome, is a mafter-piece not to be equalled. 

D All 
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All • the attributes of God, fuch as his oronipotencc, 
his preiciencCy his juflicey his goodnefs, and bis un- 
fearchable decrees, are painted in the moft awful and 
the ftroQgeft colours, and fuch as may make Chrif-- 
tians themfelves blufh, for not coming up to them in 
moft of their writings upon that fubjed. I know not 
but St. Evremont has carried tlie matter too far, when, 
in mentioning this paflage, he concludes, " If all the 
•* ancient poets had fpoke as worthily of the oracles 
*« of their gods, he Ihould make no fcruple to prefer 
^ them to the divines and philofophei'S of our time. 
*• We may fee, fays he, in the concourfe of fo 
^ many people, that came to confult the oracle of 
** Hammon, what effe^ a public opinion can pro- 
** duce, where >zeal and fuperftition mingle together. 
^* We may fee in Labienus, a pious fenfible mans 
*« who to his refpeft -for the gods, joins the confide- 
"" ration and efteem we ought to preferve for virtue in 
■** good mt n. Cato is a religious fevere^hilofophe^ 
*' weaned from all vulgar opinions, who entertains 
^* thofe lofty thoughts of the gods, which pure un- 
*^ debauched reafon and a true elevated knowledge 
** can give us of them j every thing here, fays St. 
<' Evremont, is poetical, every thing is conibnant 
« to truth and reafon. It is not poetical upon the 
<« fcore of any ridiculous fiction, or for fome extra- 
*« yagant hyperbole, but for the daring greatnefs and 
^< majefty of the language, and for the noble eleva- 
■** tion of the difcourfe. It is thus, adds he, that 
«« poetry is the lajaguage of the gods, and that 
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"v' poets are wile { and it is fo much the gmter won- 
-** dtr to find it in Lncan, fays het becaufe it it 
'*' neither to be met with in Homer nor Viigil.** I 
Mmembcr Montaigne, who is allowed by aU to have 
been an admirable judge in l]ie(e matters^ prefers 
Incan/s charafter of Cato to Viigil, or any other of 
4he ancient jKiets. He thinks all of them ilat and 
languidiingy bat Lucan^s much more ftrong, though 
«fcrtfarown by the extravagancy of hii ovrn force. 

The TenthBook^ impeded as it is, gives us, among 
-oAar things, a view of the jSgyptian magnificence, 
with a curious account of the then-received opinions 
-of the increase and decreafe of the river Nile. From 
•die variety of the ftoiy, and many other .particulars 
I need not mention in this fhort account, it may eafily 
■appear, that a true hiftory may be a romance or 
fiftion, when the author makes choice of a fubje^l 
that affords fo many and fo furprizing incidents. 

Among the .faults that have been laid to Lucan's 
charge, the moft.juilly imputed are thofe of his ftile j 
and indeed how could it be otherwife ? X«et us but re- 
member the imperfed ftate, in which his fudden and 
immature death left the Pharfalia; the defign itfelf 
'being probably but half finifhed, and what was writ 
of it, but iUghtly, if at all, revifed. We are told, 
4t is true, he either correfted the three firft books him- 
ielf, or his wife did it for him, in his own life-time. 
Be it fo : but what are the corre£Uons of a lady, or 
a young man of fix and twenty, to thofe he might 
have made at forty, or a more advanced age ? Virgil, 
J) % the 
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the moft correft and Judicious poet that ever was, 
continued correfling his -ffineid for near as long a 
feries of years together as Lucan lived, and yet died 
with a ilrong opinion that it was imperfe£l ftill. If 
Lucan had lived to his age, the Pharfalia without 
douht would have made another kind of figure, than 
it now. does, notwithftanding the difference to be found 
in the Roman language, between the times of Nero 
And Auguftus. 

It mufl be owned he is in many places obfcure and 
hard, and therefore not fo agreeable, and comes fhort 
pf the purity, fweetnefs, and delicate propriety of 
Virgil. Yet it is flill univerfally agreed among both 
ancients and modems, that his genius was wonder- 
fully great, but at the fame time too haughty and 
lieadftrong to be governed by art 5 and that his fiyle 
was like his genius, learned, bold, and lively, but 
^^ithal too tragical and blyflering. 

I am by no means willing to compare the Pharfalia 
to the JEneids but I mud fay with St. Evremont, that 
for what purely regards the elevation of thought, 
Pompey, Csefar, Cato, and Labienus, ihine much more 
in Lucan, than Jupiter, Mercury, Juno, or Venus, do 
in Virgil. The ideas which Lucan has given us of 
thefe great men aie truly greater, and afFeft us more 
fenfibly, than thofe which Virgil has given vs of his 
.deities : The latter- has clothed his gods with human 
infirmities, to adapt them to the capacity of men i 
The other has raifed his hero.es fp, a« to bring them 
into competition with the gods themfelvest In a word, 

tht 
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t^e gods ai« not Co valuable in Virgil, as the heroes i 
In Lucan, the heroes equal the gods. After all, it 
muft be allowed, that moft things throughout the 
whole Pharfalia are greatly and juftly fatd, with re- 
gard even to the language and expreiiion : but the fen- 
timents are every where Co beautiful and elevated, that^ 
they appear, as he defcribcs C«far in Amyclus's cot- 
tage in the Fifth Book, noble and magnificent in any- 
drefs. It is in this elevation of thought that Lucaa 
juftly excels : this is his firte, and what railes 
him up to an equality with the greateft of tl^e ancient 
Poets. 

I cannot omit here the delicate character of Lucan*s ' 

genius, as mentioned by Strada, in the emblematic 

wjy. It is commonly known that Pope Leo the Tenth 

was not only learned himfelf, but a great patron of 

learning, and ufed to be prefen't at the convci iatioris 

and performances of all the polite writers of his time. 

The wits of Rome entertained him one day, at his 

villa on the banks of the Tiber, with an interlude in 

the nature of a Poetical Mafquerade. They had their 

PamafTus, their Pegafus, their Helicon, and every one 

of thfe ancient poets in their feveral chara6lers, where 

each a6led the part that was fuitable to his manner ' 

of writing, and among the reft one a£ted Lucan, 

" There was none, fays he, that was placed in a 

" higher ftation, or had a greater profpe£l under him, 

" than Lucan. He vaulted upon Pegafus with all 

** the heat and intrepidity of youth, and feenied de- 

'* drous of mounting into the clouds upon the bacl^ 

P 3 "of 
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«* of him. But as the hinder feet of the horfe (tuck. 
** to the mountain, while the body reared up in the- 
** air, tht; poet with great difficulty kept bimfelf from 
** Aiding off, infomuch that the fpe^lators often gave 
*' him for gone, and cried out now and then, he was. 
** tumbling." Thus Strada. 

I fhall fum up all I have time to fay of Lucan, with* 
another character, as it is given by one of the moft. 
polite men of the age he lived in, and who under 
the proteftion of the fame Pope Leo X. was one ofT 
the firft reftorers of learning in the latter end of che^ 
fifteenth and the beginning of the fixteenth century - 
I mean, Johannes Sulpitius Verulanus, who, with th 
ailiftance of BeroaIdus> Badius, and fome others of 
the firft form in the republic of letters, publjfhed 
Lucan with notes at Rome in the year 1514., being the 
firft impreflion, if I miftake not, that ever was made 
of him. Poetry and Painting, with the knowledge of 
the Greek and Latin tongues, rofe about that time t» 
a prodigious height in a fmall compafs of years 5 and* 
whatever we may think to the contrary, they have 
declined ever fince. Verulanus, in his dedication to 
Cardinal Palavicini, prefixed to that edition, has not 
only given us a delicate fententious criticifm on hi» 
Pharfalia, but a beautiful judicious comparifon be- 
tween him and Virgil, and that in a ftile which in my 
opinion comes but little ftiort of Salluft, or the writers 
of the Auguftine age. It is to the following purpofe. 

I come now to the author I have commented upon; 
lays Sulpitius Verulanus, suid ihall endeavour to de- 

fcrib« 



BrO WS*^« LV CAN. 39 

fMbt Wniy u well «• bhftrve ijt wiut he dUffcn from 
ifeat SRAt. 'poet yiijpL JUacMy ia llie opiuon of 
Fafaim^ is no left « pattern fee onton dMB Idt f octs i. 
mA alivnyt adkenag ftdfiUy to trath, ha iennt to 
iHVM CairapRttncefodiscfauaaerof anliiibrian{ 
fi^rh^'n|]■ally peifimbteach ef thcfe oflkos. His ex- 
pnCoa it bold aad lifely j hit ienriineDti are clear, 
laa fiftione within comfiaA of frobabtlity^ and 
Ut djgsdiiont jMoper i hit oratioM aitM« €orred» 
aian^, and fiill of matter. In t^ other parti of his 
woric, hit U gnrtp flucBt, oopioat, and elegant ; 
abpnwling with great variety, and wooderM «nidi- 
lia^k AnA in uooddliag the intricacy of coaHivanoe^, 
di^gna and aAions, hn ftile ie £b maderly. that you 
■ather ieem to &e, than read of thofe traafadions. JBut 
at for enterprizet and battles, you imagine them not 
rdatedy but a£bed : towns alarmed, armies engaged, 
Ihe eagemeit suid terror of the ieveiial foldiers. Teem 
preient to your view.. As our author is frequent and 
fertile in defcriptions ; and none more (kilful in dif- 
covering the fecret fprings of a£lion, and their rile in 
hnman paflions : as he is an acute fearcher into the 
manners of men, and moft dextrous in applying all 
tbrts of learning to his fubjeft : What other cofmo- 
grapher, aftrologer, philofopher or mathematician do 
we ftand in need of, while we rend him ? Who has 
more judicoufly handled, or treated with more delicacy, 
whatever topics his fancy has led him to, or have 
cafually fallen in his way ? Maro is, without doubt, a 
great poet 5 fo is Lucan. In fo apparent an equ^ility, 
D4. it 
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it is hard to decide which excels : For both have juftl^ 
obtained the higheft commendations. Maro is rich 
and magnificent ; Lucan fnmptuous and fplendid t 
The firft i« difcreet, inventive, and Aiblime; the lat- 
ter free, harmonious^ and full of ipirit. Virgil feems 
to move with the devout folemnity of a reverend pre- 
late 1 Lucan to mardi with the noble haughtinefs of 
a vi^lorious general. One owes moft to labour and ap- 
plication 5 the other to nature and praftice : one lulU 
the ibul with the fweetnefs and muiic of his verfe, the 
other raifes it by his fire and rapture. Virgil is fedate, 
happy in his conceptions, free from faults 3 Lucan 
qttick, various and florid: He feems to fight with 
ftronger weapons, Tbis with more. The firft farpafles 
all in folid ftrength ; the latter excels in rigour and 
poignancy. You would think that the one founds 
rather a larger and deeper toned trumpet j the other 
a lefs indeed, but clearer. In fliort, fo great is the 
aflinity, and the ftruggle for precedence between theni| 
that though nobody be allowed to come up to that 
Divinity in Maro 5 yet had Ife not been pofleifed of 
the chief feat on Parnafl'us, our author's claim to it 
had been indifputable. 

Ffb. 26, 1718 iq. 
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UUCAN'S PHARSALIA^ 

BOOK L 

TBI ARGVlfBIIT* 

1a tte Fiift BodL after & propofidoa of hit fubje^^ 
a hart mw of tbe mint occafioned l^ the civil 
if«^ in Itd/y and a compliment to Nero^ Lucan 
gtm the fdaciMl caviet or the Ciril War. together 
widK tlw charaAert of Cm&r and Pompey: after 
Ifaa^ the^ floiy properly beans with Caeiar*t paffing 
Ae Rubioofiy which was the bound of his orovince 
towards RoaSt^ and his march to Anminum. 
Thidipr die Tribunes and Curioy who had been 
driven out of the city, by die ^pofitejpartyy come 
to him» and demand his prote^on. Inen follows 
his ipeech to his armjy and a particular mention of 
iht ierefal parts of^Gaul from which his troops 
were drawn together to his afliftance. From Csfar, 
the poet turns to defcribe the general cosfternation 
at Kome^ and the flight of great part of the fenate 
and people at the news of his march. From hence 
he takes occafion to relate die foregoing prodigies^ 
which were partly an occafion of thofe panic ter- 
rorsy and iikewife the ceremonies 'that were ufed by 
the priefts for purifying the city, and averting the 
anger of the gods ; and then ends this Book with 
the inlpiration and prophecy of a Roman matron, 
in which (he enumerates the principal events which 
were to happen in the couffe of the Civil War. 

EMATHIAN plains with flaughter coverM o'er, 
And rage unknown to civil wars before, 
Eftablifli'd violence, and fawlefs might, 
Avow'd and hallow'd by the name of right j 

• A race 
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A race renowned, the world^s victorious lords, jr 

l^um'd OB themfelres with their own hoftik fwords , 

Piles again ft piles opposM in impious fight. 

And eagles againft eagles bending flight } 

Of blood by friends, by kindred, jjorexits, fpilt. 

One common horror and promifcuous guilt, lo- 

A fhatterM world in wild diforder toft. 

Leagues, laws, and empire, in confuiion loft ; 

Of all the woes which civil difcords biing;, 

And Rome o*erooiiie by Roman arms, I (In^. 

What blind, detefted madnefs could afford 15 

Such horrid ficenfe to the murdering fword ? 
Say, Romans, whence &> dire a fury rofe. 
To glut with Latian blood your barbarous foes ? 
Could you in wirs like thefe provoke your fate ? 
Wars, where no triumphs on tlie vi6lor wait ! 20 

While Babylon's proud ^ires yet rile fo high. 
And rich in Roman fpoils invade the flcy; 
While yet no vengeance is to Craffus paid. 
But unaton'd repines the wandering fhade ! 
What trails of land, what realms unknown before, 25 
What feas wide-ftretching to the diftant (hore. 
What crown s,what empires,migh t that blood havegain'd , 
With which Emathia's fatal fields were ftainM ! i 

Where Seres in their filkcn woods refide, \ 

Where fwift Anuces; rolls his rapid tide : 30 

Where-e'er (if fuch a nation can be found) I 

Nile's fecret fountain fpHngipg cleaves the ground ; 
Where fouthern funs with double ardour rife, 
Flame o*er the land, and fcorch the mid-day ikies | 

Whert 



I 



rUCAirs >HAltSAL'A, ien T. 4% 

Where winter^s.hand the Scythian feas coBftrains, 35 
Aad binds the frozen floods in crjibl chains ; 
Whcre-e'er the ihady night and day-fpring come. 
All had fiibmitted to the yoke of Rome. 

O Rome ! if flaoghter be thy only care, 
K Aich thy fond defire of impious war ; 49 

Turn from thyfelf, at leaft, the deftinM wound^ 
Till thou art miftrefs of the world around. 
And none to conquer but thf feif be found. 
Thy foes as yet a jufter war afford. 
And barbarous blood remains to glut thy fword. 45 
But fee ! her hands on her own vitals feize. 
And no deftru^ion but her own can pleafe. 
Behold her fklds unknowing of the plow ! 
Behold her palaces and towers laid low \ 
See where o'erthrown the mafly column lies, co 

While weeds obfcene above the cornice rife. 
Here gaping wide, half-ruin'd walls remain. 
There mouldering pillars nodding roots fuftain. 
The landfkip, once in various beauty fpread. 
With yellow harvefts and the flowery mead, c^; 

Dirplays a wild uncultivated face. 
Which bufliy brakes and brambles vile difgrace i ■ 
No human footftep prints th' untrodden green,. 
No chearful maid nor villager is feen. 
£v*n in her cities famous once and great, ^ 

Where tho'ufands crowded in the noify ftrcetj. 
No found is heard of human voices now, 
But whirling winds through empty dwellings blow ; 

Whilt 
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While paffing Grangers wonder, if they fpy 

One fingle melancholy face go by. 6^ 

Nor Pyrrhus* fword, nor Canns^s fatal field. 

Such univerfal defolation yield : 

Her impious fons have her worft foes furpafsM, 

And Roman hands have laid Hefperia wafte. 

But if our fates feverely have decreed 7< 

No way but this for Nero to fucceed j 
If only thus our heroes c^ be gods, 
And earth mud pay for their divine abodes ; 
If heaven could not the thunderer obtain, -i 

Till giants wars made room for Jove to reign, | 

Tis juft, ye gods, nor ought we to complain : J 

Oppreft with death though dire Pharfalia groan, - 
Though Latian blood the Punic ghofts atone j 
Though Pompey's haplefs fons renew the war. 
And Munda view the flaughter'd heaps from far j S 
Though meagre famine in Perufia reign. 
Though Mutina with battles fill the plain ; 
Though Leuca's ifle, and wide Ambracia's bay. 
Record the rage of A6lium's fatal dayj 
Though fervile hands are arm'd to man the fleet, S 
And on Sicilian feas the navies meet j 
All crimes, all horrors, we with joy regard. 
Since thou, O Caefar, art the great reward. 

Vaft are the thanks thy grateful Rome fhould pay 
To wars, which ufher-in thy facred fway, < 

When, the gvQ.it bufmefs of the world atchiev'd. 
Late by the willing ftars thou art receiv'd, 
Through all the blifsful feats the news fhall roll. 

And heaven refound with joy from pole to pole. 

Wheth 
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Whether great Jove rcfign fupreme command, 95 

And truft his fceptrc to thy abler hand 5 

Or if thou choofe the empire of the day. 

And make the fun's unwilling ffeeds obey; 

Aufpicious if thou drive the flaming team. 

While earth rejoices in thy gentler beam 5 zo« 

Where-e'cr thou reign, with one confenting voice, 

The gods and nature ihall approve thy choice. 

But, oh ! whatever be thy godhead great. 

Fix not in regions too remote thy feat ; 

Nor deign thou near the frozen bear to fhine, 105 

Nor where the fultry fouthem ftars decline 5 

Lefs kindly thence thy influence fliall come^ 

And thy bleft rays obliquely vifit Rome. 

Prefs not too much on any part the fphcre : 

Hard were the taik thy weight divine to bear ; 1 1« 

Soon would the axis feel th* unufual load. 

And groaning bend beneath th^ incumbent god ; 

O'er the mid orb more equal flialt thou rife, 

And with a jufter balance fix the fldes« 115 

Serftne for ever be that azure fpace. 

No blackening clouds the purer heaven difgrace, 

Nor hide from Rome her Csfar^s radiant face. 

Then fliaU mankind confent in fweet accord, 

And warring nations flieath the wrathful fword \ 

Peace fliall the world in friendly leagues compofe, 1 29 

And Janus* dreadful gates for ever clofe. 

To me thy prefent godhead ftands confeft. 

Oh let thy facred fury fire my breaft I 

So thou vouchfafe to hear, let Phcebus dwell 

Still uninvoVd in Cyrrha's myilic ceil : t%% 
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By mc uncaird, let fprightly Bacchus reign, 
And lead the dance on Indian Nyfa's plain. . 
To thee, O Caefar, all roy vows belong j 
Do thou alone infpire the Roman fong. 

And now tlie mighty taik demands our care, 130 
The fatal fource of difcord to declare ; 
What caufe accurft produced the dire event, O 

:Why rage fo dire the madding nations rent, ^ 

And peace was driven away by one confent. ^ 

But thus the malice of our fate commands, .235 

And nothing great to long duration ftands i 
Afpiring Rome had rifen too much in height, 
. And funk beneath her own unwieldy weight. 
:So ihall one hour at laft this gidbe controul, ^ 

^reak up the vaft machine, diifolve the whole, j* 

And time no more through meafurM ages roll. ^ 

Then Chaos hoar fhall feize his former right, 
. And reign with anarchy and t\dt&. night ; 
The ftarry lamps fliall Combat in the fky, 
And loft and blended in each other die i 14^ 

"^QuenchM in the de^p the heavenly fires fhall fall. 
And ocean caft abroad o'er-fpread the ball : 
The moon no more her well-known courfe ihall run. 
But rife from weilern waves, and meet the fun } 
Ungovern^d (hall ihe quit her ancient way, 150 

Herfelf ambitious to fupply the day : 
-Confufion wild (hall all around be hurl'd, 
And difcord and diforder tear the world. 
Thus power and greatnefs to deftru6lion ha(U, 
Thus bounds to human happinefs are pUc'd^ 

Aad Jove for bids jpro(perity to laft. 

Y^t 
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Tct Portime» when Urn meant |o wreak htr hate, 
9nm fbidgBfcet pNisnr*d the Roman iate> 
Jior fofier*d Ittow a handa to ghre thr blow, 
Tkat laid the qpaan of earth and ocean low } x6o 

^ ^o Rome herfelf te caemiet Ihcibiight^ 
And Rome herfelf bar own deftnidion wroughti 
" mmp that ne^te knew three lordly henia before, 
Aft fell by £ttal paatncrlkip of power. 
What hKnd ambition Mdt yoor Ibrct combuMt ? 261 
What meana thia finntic league in which yon join ? 

i Miftaken men I who hope .to ihare the ^oil. 
And hold thd world within one common toil t 
While earth 8ie ftaa ftnll in her boibm bear. 
While eaith hecfidf Audi hang in ambient air. 
While Phoebna ihall hit conftant.taik renew 1 
Wlule thnmgh die Zodiac night ihall day purfue ; 
iio faith, no trulkf no -friendship, ihall be known y 
Among the jealous partners of a throne $ ^ 

But he who reigns, ihall ftrive to reign alone. 3 

Nor icek for.fordgn tales to make this good, 
Were not our walls iirft built in brother^s blood ? 
Nor did the feud for wide dominion rife, 
Nor was the world their impious fury^s prixe ^ 
IKvided power contention Bill affords, 180 

And. for a village ftrore the petty lords* 

The fierce triumvirate comlnnM in peace, n 

PrefervM the bond but for a little ipace, > 

8611 with an aukward difagreeing grace. -3 

. Twas not a league by inclination made, 185 

lit bare agreen^en^ fiich as-liiends jmfiiade. 

^ J^eilre 
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Jpeiire of war in either chief was feen. 
Though interpofing Craflus ftood between. 
Such in the midft the parting Ifthmas lies. 
While fwelling feas on either fide arife $ S99 

The folid boundaries of earth reftrain 
The fierce Ionian and ^gean main ; 
But, if the mound gives way, ftraight roarmg loud 
In at the breach the ruflung torrents croud 5 
Raging they meet, the dafhing waves run high, 195 
And work their foamy waters to the fky. 
So when unhappy CraiTus, facUy flain, 
Dy'd with his blood Affyrian Carre's plajn 5 
Sudden the fecming friends in arms engage. 
The Parthian fword let loofe the Latian rage, 209 

Ye fierce Arfacidae I ye foes of Rome, 
Now triumjrfi, you have more than overcome t 
The vanquifh'd felt your victory from far, 
And from that field received their civil war. 
' The fword is now the umpire to decide, C05 

And part what friendfhip knew not to divide. 
"•Twas tiard, an empire of fo vaft a fize. 
Could not for two ambitious minds fuffice ; 
The peopldd earth, and wide-extendfcd main. 
Could fumifii room for only one to reign. ftx» 

When dying JuUa firft forfook the light. 
And Hymen's tapers funk in endlefs night. 
The tender ties of kindred-love were torn. 
Forgotten all, and bury'd in her urn. 
Oh ! if her death had haply been delay M, 1x5 

Uowmigbtthedaughter and the wife pcrfuade) • - 
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Like the fam*d Sabine dames ihe hadlyesB 6« 
To ftay the meeting war» and ftandbetween^ 
t)n either hand Imd woo'd them <o accord, •% 

Soodi'd her fierce -father, and her furious lord, > 

To join in peace, and iheaih the rudiieft fword. S 
But this the fatal fiftcrs doom denyM ; 
The friends were fcvcr'd, when the matron dy'd. 
The rival leaders mortal war proclaimp 
JUgc fires their fouls with jeaioufy of fame, 
And emulation fans the rifing flame. 

Thee Pompey Ay paft deeds by turns inieit. 
And jealous glory bums within thy bieaft j 
Thy fam'd piratic laurel iecms to fade, 
Bfa«ath fucixfsfiil Caefar's rifing fliade j 
His Gallic wreaths thou view'ft with anxious eyes 
Above thy naval crowns triumphant rife. 
Thee, Caefar, thy lon^ labours paft incite. 
Thy ufe of war, and cufbia of the fight; 
While bold ambition prompts thee in the race, 455 
And bids thy courage icom a Acond place. 
Superior power, fierce faaion's deaieft care. 
One could not brook, and one difdalnM to Aare. 
Juftly to name the better caufe were hard. 
While greateft names for either fide declar'd ; «4» 

Viftorious C«far by the gods was crown'd. 
The vanquiihM party> was by Cato own*d» 
Nor came the rivals equal to the field 5 
One to increafing years b^;an to yield. 
Old age came creeping in the peaceful gown, 145 

And civil funftions wcigh'd the foldier down j 

S Difus'd 
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pifusM to anns, he tiirnM-^Kim to the laWs) 

And pleased himfelf with ]>opuUir appl&vfe; 

With gifts and liberal "bounty fought for fame, ^ • 

And lov'd to hear the vulgar :ihout hi&.name ; .150 

In his own theatre rejpic'd tib fit^ 

Aiftidft the noify praifes of the pit. 

Carelafs of future ills tliatlmight i)etide, ^ 

No aid he fought to prop .his feiting fide, C 

But on his former fortune njuehrelyM. i 

StHl feemM he to poflefs^ and ifiU his place ; 956 

But ftoodthe fiiadow of what oibce he was. 

So, in the field with Ceres' bounty fpread, 

Uprears fome ancient oak his reverend head 5 

Chaplets and facred gifts his boughs adorn, »6o 

And fpoils of war by mighty heroes worn. 

But, the firft vigour of his root now gone, 

He ftands dependent pn«his weight alone-j 

All bare his naked branches are. difplay'd. 

And with his leafiefs trunk hefoirms a (hade : £€5 

Yet though the winds his cuin daily threat, 

As every biaft would heave hJto {from his feat 5 

Though thoufand fairer trees itke field fupplies. 

That rich in youthful verduse round him rife j 

Fix VI in his ancient fiate he yields to none, - ^yo* 

And wears the honours of the grove alone. 

But Cxfar's greatnefs, axid fais ftrength, was more 

Than paft renown and antiquated power 5 

^Twas not the fame of what he once had been. 

Or tales in-oid records and annals ieen ; -975 

But 'twas a valour, reiUels, unconfinM, 

Whicl^ no fuccefs could fate, nor limits l>ind j 

•Twas 
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^Twat fhame, t ibidicr*t fluune iinla«g|it to jiMp 

That blufli:a fflr fiodung but an ili-foitbt Md 5 

liance in hit bopei hermit Aor knew tt^ftrftf «8o 

Where vcogetnoe cr ambitioii led die wmf % 

StiU prodigal' of w«r ivfaeneler withAood^ 

Nor fparM to fbm.die guilty iVvoid wUtt UMd } 

Ufgmg advaotag^ lie«iibpfoyM all 4Kldt, 

had made die inofr of ibitiine and dM godt'i aS$ 

Pleai *d to b^ertnni wfaatie^cr whfaheld hb fviae^ 

And law the rain widi ir|oictDg tytu'. -.-.... 

^ch while estftfa tiemUee, and konreft' dbonden loud, 

Daitt the Mlft lightmag ff«a» the madin^ckwd $ 

Fierce through the day it'liiieaksy and in itailighr ft90 

The dreadful blaft confoinids the gi»er*t ^it § 

fRefiftlefs in iti-courle ddights.to rove» 

And cleavM tfae'templ«6 of its itiafter Jores 

Alike where-c'cr it paffes or returns. 

With equal rage the fell deftroyer bums j 495 

Then with a whirl full in its ftrength retires. 

And recolle6^s the force of all its A;atter*d fires. 

Motives like thefe the leading chiefs xnfpir'd j 
Bat other thou^ts the |Beaner vulgar firM, 
Thofe fatal feeds luxurious vices fow, 300 

Which ever lay a mighty people low. 
To Rome the vanquifhM earth her tribute paid. 
And deadly treaAires to her view difplay^d ; 
Then truth and' fimple manners left the place. 
While riot rear'd her lewd diflioneft face $ 305 

Virtue to full profperity gave way, 
And fled from rapine, and the luii of prey. 

; ■' E a On 
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On ewiy fide pioud palaces arife. 

And Ivnih gold each common nie fnpplies* 

Their fathers fragal tables ftand abhorrM, j 

And Afia n<wr and Afric are explor'd, t 

For high-priced dainties^ and the citron board. .^ 

In filk^ robes the minion men ^pear. 

Which maids and youthful brides fhould bluih.to wear* 

That age:bjr honeft poverty adorned, 515 

Which bnmght the manly Romans fordi, is fcomM s 

Where-ever aught pernicious does abound. 

For luxniy all lands are ranfack'd round. 

And dear-bought deaths the finking ftate confound, 

The Curii-s dnd Camilli*s little field, i%9 

To va^ extended territories yield 5 

And foreign tenants reap the harveft now, 

Where once the great Di^tor held the plow. 

Rome, ever fond of war, was tir^d with eafe j 
£v*n liberty had lofi the power to pleafe : 52^ 

Hence ragp and wrath their ready minds invade. 
And w^nt could every wickednefs perfuade : 
Hence i^npious powier was firft efteemM a good. 
Worth being fought with arms, and bought with blood : 
With glory, tyrants did their country awe, ^m 

And violence prefcrib'd the rule to law. 
Hence pliant fervile voices were conftrainM, 
And force in popular afiemblies leigrnM ; 
Confuls and tribunes, with oppofing might, 
JoinM to confound and overturn the right : $35 

Hence ihameful magiftrates were made for gold. 
And a bafe people by themfclves were fold : 

Hence 
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Hence (laughter in the venal field returns. 

And Rome her yearly competitions mourns s 

Hence death unthrifty, careleTs to repay, 340 

And ufury (HU watching for its day : 

Hence perjuries in every wrangling court j 

And war, the needy bankrupt's laft reibrt. 

Now Csfar, marching fwift with winged hafte. 
The fummits of the frozen Alps had paft^ 34 ^ 

With vaft events and enterprizes fraught. 
And future wars revolving in his thought. 
Now near the banks of Rubicon he flood $ 
When lo I as he furvey'd the narrow flood, 
Amidft the dufky horrors of the night, 3^ 

A wondrous viiion ftood confeft to iight. 
Her awful head Rome's reverend image rear'd. 
Trembling and fad the matron form appeared j 
A towery crown her hoary temples bound. 
And her torn trefles rudely hung around x 3^5 

Her naked arms uplifted ere ihe fpoke. 
Then groaning, thus the mournful filence broke. 
Prefumptuous men ! oh, whither do you run t 
Oh, whither bear you thefe my eniigns on ? 
If friends to right, if citizens of Rome, 360 

Here to your utmofl barrier are you come. 
She faid $ and funk within the closing ihade : 
Aftonifhment and dread the chief invade ; 
Stiff roie his ftarting hair, he ftood difmay'd, 
And on the bank his flackening fteps were ftayM. 365 
O thou (at length he cry'd) whofe hand controls 
The forky fire, and rattling thunder rolls ^ 

E 3 Who 
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Who from thy capitors'exalted height, 

Doft o'er the widc-fprcad city caft thy fight ! 

Ye Phrygian gods, who guard the Julian line ! 370- 

Ye rayfteries of Romulus dh'ine ! 

Thou, Jove ! to whom from young Afcanius cam'ip 'J 

Thy Alban temple, and thy Latian name : ^ 

And thou, immortal facred Vcftal flame ! ^ 

But chief, oh! chiefly, thou, majeflric Rome! -j 

My flrft, my great divinity, to whom > 

Thy flill fuccefsful Caefar am I come j ^ 

Nor do thou fear the fword's deftruftive rage, 

With thee my arms no impious war (hall wage. 

On him thy hate, on him thy cnrfe beftow, 38^) 

Who would perfuade thee Caefar is thy foe j 

And fince to thee I confccrate my tori. 

Oh favour thou my caufe, and on thy foldier fmile. 

He faid ; and fl:raight, impatient of delay, 
Acrofs the fwclling flood, purfued bis way, 3S5 

So when on fultry Libya's defert fand 
The lion fpies the hunter hard at hand, 
Couch'd on the earth the doubtful falvage lies, 
And waits a while till all his fury rife ; 
His lafliing tail provokes his fwdling fides, 390 

And high upon his neck, his mane with horror ridcfi: 
Then if at length the flying dart infeft. 
Or the broad fpeav invade his ample breaft, 
Scorning the wound, he yawns a dreadful roar. 
And flies like lightning on the hoftile Moor. 395 

While with hot flties the fervent fummer glows. 
The Rubicon an humble river flows 3 

* Through 
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Througil lomlj viteglM oittliit wuidiDgway, 
And rallft hu ruddy ^MMert to die Tea. 
His batak te either fide » liteif Ifauid8« 400 

B e twe e n die Gftllie and ' Aufaniaii' laadtt 
But firoii£jer tiow die wi&tery torrent growth 
The wetting windi hadtfaftw*d the Alpine (hows, 
Aad'CyMhia rifing.witir a Unnted beanr j 

In the third circley drave'her watery teanir - c^^S 
A^iniAiietonife4hefwtllingftr««iii'. -^ 

For this, t»iero die rapid water's coorie*. 
Firft plqng^d amidft the iood the holder hoHe i 
With ftrengdi opfXM'd againft the ftream they lead. 
While to the ifaiootber fbr^^ the foot with e^ iUcceed. 
. The leader now had paiaM the torrent o'er. 
And reached £iir Italy** forbidden (hore : 
Then reafing on the ho(Hle bank his head. 
Here farewell peace and injured laws ! (he iaid.) 
Since ^th is broke, and leagues are fet afide, 
Henceforth thou, goddefs Fortune, art my guide j 
Let fate and war the great event decide. 
He fpoke } and, on the dreadful taik intent. 
Speedy to near Ariminum be bent j 
To him the Balearic iling is (low, 420 

And the (haft loiters from the Parthian bow^ 
With eager marches fwift he reached the town, -j 

As the fliades fled, the finking ftars were gone, > 
And Lucifier the laft was left alone. -^ 

At length the mom, the dreadful mom arofe, 425 
Whofe beams the firft tumultuous rage difclofe : 

. E.4. Whether 
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WHetfaer the ftormy fouth |>roloiig*d the night. 
Of the good gods abhorr'd the irapious iight. 
The clouds a while withheld the mournful light, 
To the mid Forum on the foldier pafs'd. 
There halted, and hit vi^or enfigns placM : 
With dire alarms ^m band to band around. 
The fife, hoarfe horn, and rattling trumpets ibund. 
The flarting citizens uprear their heads $ 
The luiHer youth at once fbrfake their beds-; 
Hafly they fnatch the weapons, which among 
Their houlhold-gods in peace had refted long; 
Old bucklers of the covering hides bereft. 
The mouldering frames disjoined and barely left 5 
Swords with foul raft indented deep they take, ^j^ 
And ufelefs fpears with points inverted fhake. 
Soon as their crefts the Roman eagles rearM, 
And Gaefar high above the reft appearM ; 
Each trembling heart with fecret horror fhook. 
And iilent thus within themfelves they fpoke* 441 

Oh, haplefs city ! oh, ill-fated walls ! 
Reard for a curfe fo near the neighbouring Gauls ! 
By us deftruftion ever takes its way. 
We firft become each bold invader's prey ; 
Oh, that by fate we rather had been plac*d 45< 

Upon the confines of the utmoft eaft ! 
The frozen north much better might we know. 
Mountains of ice, and everlafting fnow. 
Better with wandering Scythians choofe to roam, T 
Than fix in fruitful Italy our home, | 

And g^ard thefe dreadful pailages to Rome. J 

Througl 
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Ikmigk dMie te^wAy CntlttgiBiaii gdiiM | 

Whuii WW JBrtiig liwwti At JUtian Aitft, 

W«^ delld^ «]idfn«»merattiMit8irtM. ^ 

Ja IccKt ittDiann liMS tlwf ibi^ stUe^ 
Whife DO bold MM ffioduinM aIo«ril- tittir gr^ 
O'craUone deify one hom^lUaiioenigiiti 'j 

Ab whm^rigDWof thrwinter^ecliaiiity > 



411 i»tiiife» teM«r *B^ cvdi at ooc« conAraint j 
Hie toncfioi fieitlier^d kind fiorget their Isyt, 
JUd fluKfing tteiMe on the naked ^ntjii. 
Sf*a the rode ftM-«oBip08*d finget to nar. 
And finexing biUowi Ikiffien on the fhore. 

The colder ihadct of night forfook die fkj, 470 
KThen lo ! Sdbnm lifb her torch on high 1 
And if the chief, hf doubt or ihame detainM, 
Awhile from battle and fix>m blood abfliunM y 
Fortune and fate, impatient of delay. 
Force efJcry foft relenting thought away; 47^ 

A lucky chance a £air pretence fupplies. 
And juflice in his favour (eems to rife. 
New accidents new ftings to sage fuggeft, 
And fiercer fires inflame the warrior's breaft» 
The ienate threatening high^ and haughty grown, 4S0 
Had driven the wrangling tribunes from the town ; 
In fcom of law, had chac*d them through the gate, 
And urg*d them with the £ii^ons Gracchi's fate. 
With thefe, as for redrefs their courfe they fped 
To GaBiar*a caaap, tiie bufy Curio fled| 4^5 

. . |Curio#. 
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Curiq^ a fpeaker turbtilttit and bold, • 

Of ven^l eloquence, that ikrv'd for gold, 

And principles thatmigHt be bought and Told. 

A tribune once himfslf, ia loud debate. 

He ftrove for public freccbm and the ftate : 490 

EfTay'd to make the warring noble» bcwir. 

And bring the potent party-leaderst low. 

To Cgefar thus, while thoufand carts infeft, 

Revolving round, the warrior's anxious breaf^, 

His fpeech the ready orator addreft. 

While yet my voice was ufeful to. my friend | 4^6 
While 'twas allowed me, Caefar to defend. 
While yet the pleading bar was left rae iree^ 
labile I could dravyr uncertain Rome to thee ^ 
In vain their force the moody fathers join*d» 500 

' In vain to rob thee of thy power combined} 
I lengthcnM out the date of thy command, . 
And fix'd thy conquering fword within thy hand. 
JBut iince the yanquifhM laws in war are dumb. 
To thee, behold, an exird band we come ; 505 

For thee, with )oy our baniihment we take, 
For thee our )K)u(hold hearths and gods forfake ^ 
Nor hope to fee our native city more, 
Till vi6lory and thou the lofs reftore. 
Th' unready fa^on, yet confus'd with fear, 510k 

J)efencelefs, weak, , and unrefolv'd, appear ; 
Haile. then thy towering eagles on their way : 
When fair occailon <alls, 'tis fatal to delay. 
If twice five yefirs the ftubbom Gaul withheld, 
j^d fet thee hard in many a well- fought field ; 515 
5 A 
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A nobkr hbMir now btim tliet liM» 
4he haianl leftr yat gmtor ibr thi prim- 
A proriiicetiwt, and pMlioB of dtewhoki 
This die vmfif Ind Alt does iiubUimI control. 
faocele Audi (ine flMesd due, boldly fo 5«» 

And win die fvorldi «t one AicceftM blowr 
No triompb'Vgw ittBiidt dMe at die gpM»). 
|io temples for ikf Ikcred laurel watt t 
But blading envy hangs tqion thy namei- 
•Denies dioe rigbt^ and robs thee of thf fiMnej- 515 
fippntes as crinsesy the nations otrsscome^ 
And nnkes it treafiMi to lia¥e lunght Stm Rome p 
£r*n he who took thy Julia's pligfafnd hand. 
Waits to deprive thee of thy juft command. 
iSince I^ompey then^ and thole upon his fide, 5^0 

Forbid thee, the world's empire to divide $ 
Afliime that fway which heft mankind may bear. 
And rule alone what they difdain to ihare. 
. He iaid ^ his words the liflening chief engage. 
And fire his breaft, already prone to rage* 5^5 

Mot peals of loud applanfe with gieater force^ 
At Grecian EliS). rouie the fiery horfe i 
When eager for the eourfe each- nerve he ftrains. 
Hangs on the bit, and tugs the ftobbom reins. 
At every (hont erefls his^ quivering ears,- 540 

And his broad bitaft npon the barriev bears.- 
Sudden he bids the troops draw out, and ftraigfat 
The thronging legions round their enfigns wait i 
Then thus, the croud compofing with a look. 
And with his hand comamding ftlence fpoke. 545 

Fellows 
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Fellows in armsy who chofe witii me to bear 
The toils and dangers of a tedious war. 
And conquer to this tenth nevolving year; 
See what reward the grateful fenate yidd. 
For the loft blood which ftains yon northern field; 550 
For wounds, for winter camps^ for Alpine fnow^ 
And all the deadis the brave can undergo. 
See ! the tumultuous city is alarmM, 
As if another Hannibd were armM : 
The lufty youth are culPd to fill die bands, 555 

And each tall grove falls by the fliipwrighf s hands | 
Fleets are equipped, the field with armies ipread. 
And all demand devoted Csefar's head. 
If thus, while fortune yields us her applaufe,- 
While the gods call us on and own our caufe, 56* 
If thus returning conqu«x>rs they treat. 
How had they usM us flying from defeat ; 
Jf fickle chance of war had proved unkind. 
And the fierce Gauls purfued us from behind 1 564 
But let their boafted hero leave his home, n 

Let him, diiTolvM with lazy leifure, come^ > 

With every noify talking tongue in Rome : 3 

Let loud Marcellus troops of gown-men head. 
And their great Cato peaceful burghers lead* 
Shall his bafe followers, a venal train, 570 

For ages, bid their idol Pompey reign ? ^ 
Shall his ambition iUU be thought no crime. 
His breach of laws, and triumph ere the time ? 
Still (hall he gather honours and command* 
And grafp all rule in his capacious iund i 59.5 

4. What 
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What need I wuiie die viobud laws, 

Aad ladune fluide th« ftrfaitt ef hit cmfe r 

Who knows DoH, kdvr dte tumbling }iii%e bdield 

ne pescevttl' ^losit witt micd legMna nH*d 1 

When diet told ftldiflr» Juflice to dcfy» 580 

k Ae nud Foniai nai^d hit enfignt high} 



glittering fwofdt the pale aflemUy Icar^d^ ^ 
When all i«r3totli and fltaghterlbodpKparM, C 
ladPon^w^aanltwcngiiilt7Mif«*tgaaRlr -3 
iad now, difihiaing peace and needful taie, 5S5 

bu nde and gDvemmcBt can plcaft* 
Afiiring ftill| atctWf to be greats 
Iferobt ya age of fti» to Tcsiihe ftatet 
tewar inteiit» to dMt he bcndt hit canty 
Aadibr the idd for battle now pt^qMUPtt. 590 

fie copiet Ifom his mafler S^rlla well. 
And wonld ^die dire example far excel. 
Hyrcanian tigers fiercenefs thus retain. 
Whom in the woods their horrid mothers train. 
To chace the herds, and furfeit on the (lain. 
Sodb, Ppmpey, ftill has been thy gpreedy thirft, 596 
In etrly love of impious daughter nurft ; 
Since iirfl thy infant cruelty eSSkfd 
To Hck the curft dilator's redcing blade. 
Mbnecver give the falfage nature o^er, 600 

Wholft)aws have once been drenched in floods of gore. 

But whither would a power fo wide extend ? 
Where will thy long ambition find an end f 

I 

Ut diy own Sylla warn thee to retreat, ^ 

Perhaps, 
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lemember him who taught thee to be great} 
Let him who chofe to quit the fbvereign feat. 
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Perhaps, for that too boldly I withftand» 
Nor yield my conquering eagles on. command j 
Since the Ciiician pirate ftrikes his fail^ 
Since o^er the Pontic kiqg thy arms pcevail; ^ i 

Since the poor prince, a weary life o'er-paft^ 
By thee and poifon is fubdued at la(^j 
Perhaps, ooe lateA province .yet remains. 
And vanquifli'd Csefar muft receive thy chains. 
But though my labours lofe their juft reward^ 6j 4 

Yet let the fenate thefe my friends regard 5 
Whatever my lot, my brave vi^orious band« 
Deferve to triumph, whofoe'er commands. 
Where fhall my aweary jvelcran, reft ? Qh^whcre 
Shall virtue worn with years and arms repair ? 620 
"Wliat town is for his late repofe aflign'd ? 
Where are the promised lands he hop'd to find. 
Fields for his plow, a country village feat. 
Some little comfortable fafe retreat j 
Where failing age at length frorii toil may ceaTe, 62^ 
And wafte the poor remains of life A»4th peace ? 
Bv£ march 1 Your long-vitftorious en%ns rear, 
'JLet valour in its own juft caufe appear. 
When for redrefs intreating armies -call. 
They who deny jm^ things, permit them all. 630 

The righteous gods fhall furely own the caufe, 
Whifh fteks not fpoil, nor empire, but the laws* 
Proud lords and tyrants to deppfewe come. 
And fave from flavery fubmiflive Rome. 

'He faid ^ a doubtful fullen murmuring found 6yg 
K^a through the. unrefolving vujgdi* i^ound ^ 
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The feeds of piety their rage reftmin'd. 

And fomevrhat of their couiitry*8 love remain \i ; 

Thefe the rude pailions 4>f their foul withftood, 

Elate to conque(l, and inur'd tm hlood : 64* 

But.fbon the momentary virtue faiPd^ 

And war and dread of Csefar^s frown prevailed. 

Straight l^lius from araidft the rett ftocd forih> 

An old centiicioB of diftingiii(h?d worth | 

The oaken wreath his hardy temples wore^ 64$ 

Mark of a citizen preferv'd he bore. 

If again ft thee {he cry'd) 1 may exclaim. 
Thou greateft leader of the Roman name j 
If truth for injured honour may be bold^ 
What lingering patience does thy arms withhold ? 650 
Canft thou diftruft our faith So often tryM, 
In thy long wars not ihrinking from. thy fide ? 
While in my veins this vital .torrent |1«W8» 
This heaving bi^ath within my hofom blows $ 
While yet thefe arms fuiEcient vigour yield 65.5 

To<dart the javelin^ and to lift the ihield ; 
While thefe remain, my general, wilt thou own 
The vile dominion of the lazy gown ? 
Wilt thou the |Qrdly>fenate,choofe.to bear. 
Rather than conquer in a ci^il war ? Ho 

Wi|h thee the Scythian wilds we '11 wander o'er. 
With thee the burning Libyan fands explore. 
And tread the Syrt^s inhofpi table (hore. 
Behold ! this hand, to nobler labours train'd> ^ 

for. thee the fervile oar has ntt difdain'dj ^d.5 

JFor ' 
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For thee the fweUihg feas were taught to plow, ^ 
ThroughtheRhine^s whirling ftream to force thy prow, > 
That all the vanqiii(h*d world to thee might bow. 3 
Bach faculty, «ach power, thy will x)bey, 
And inclination ever leads the way. > 6j9 

No friend, no fellow-citizen I know. 
Whom Cacfar's trumpet once proclaims a foe. 
By the long labdurs of thy fword, I fwear. 
By all thy fame acquirM in ten years war. 
By thy paft triumphs, and "by thofe to come, 675 

(No matter where the vanquifli'd be, nor whom) 
Bid me to ftiike my deareft brother dead. 
To bring my aged father's hoary head. 
Or ftab the pregnant partner of my bed $ 
Though nature plead, and ftop my trembling hand, 6te 
I fwear to execute thy dread command. 
£|oft thou delight to fpoil the wealthy gods, 
And fcattcr flames through all their proud abodes f 
See through thy camp our ready torches bum, 
Moneta foon her finking fane fhall mourn. 685 

Wilt thou yon haughty faftious fenate brave. 
And awe the Tufcan river's yellow wave ? 
On Tiber's bank thy enfigns fliall be placed* 
And thy bold foldier lay Hefperia wafte. 
Dofl thou devote forae hoflile city's walls ? 6^9 

Beneath our thundering rams the niin ialls $ 
She falls, ev'n though thy wrathful fentence doom 
-^he world's imperial mifbefs, mighty Rome« 

• He faid ; the ready legions vow to join 
Their chief belov'd, in every bold dcfign i 69$ 

AH 



JLUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book I. 6^ 

All lift their well-approving hands on high. 
And rend with peals of loud applaufe the /ky. 
Such is the fmind When Thracian Boreas fpreads 
His weighty wing o'er Ofla's piney heads : 
At once the noify groves are all inclin'd, 70* 

And, bending, roar beneath the fweeping wind j 
At once their rattling branches all they rear. 
And drive the leafy clamour through the uir. 

Cxfar with joy the ready bands beheld, 
Urg'd-on by fate, and eager for the field 5 705 

Swift orders ftraight the fcatter'd warriors caH, 
From every part of wide-extended Gaul j 
And, left his fortune languifh by delay, 
To Rome the moving enfigns fpeed thtir v^ay. 

Some, at the bidding of the chief, forfake 710 

Their fixM encampment near the Leman lake i 
Some from Vogefus' lofty rocks withdraw, 
Plac'd on fhofe heights the Lingones to awe ; 
The Lingones ftill frequent in alarms. 
And rich in raany-colour'd painted arms. 715 

Others from Ifara's low torrent came, 
Who winding keeps through many a mead his -name j 
But feeks the fca with waters not his own. 
Loft and confounded in the nobler Rhone. 
Their garrifon the Ruth en city fend, 720 

V/hofe youth's long locks in yellow rings depend. 
No more the Varus and the Atax feel ^ 

The lordly burden of the Latian keel. 
Alcidcs' fane the troops commanded leave. 
Where winding rocks the peaceful flood receive; 715 
F Nor 
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Nor Corus there, nor Zephyrus refort, 
Nor roll rude furges in the Sacred Port 5 
Circius' loud blaft alone is heard to roar. 
And vex the fafety of Monoechus' (hore. 
The legions move from Oallia's farthcft fide, 733 

Waih'd by the reftlefs ocean's varioua tide j 
Now o'er the land flows in the pouring main. 
Now rears the land its rifing head again. 
And feas and earth akernnte rule maintain. 
If driven by winds from the far diftant pole, 735 

This way and that, the floods revolving roll $ 
Or if, compel rd by Cynthia's filver beam. 
Obedient Tethys heaves the fwelling ftreamj 
Or if, by heat attra^led to the iky. 
Old ocean lifts his heavy waves on high. 
And briny deeps the wafting fun fupply 5 
What caufe foe'er the wondrous motion guide, 
And prefs the ebb, or raife the flowing tide ; 
. Be that your tafk, ye fages, to explore, 
♦ Who fearch the fecret fprings of nature's power : 745 
To me, for fo the wifer gods ordain, 
Untrac'd the myftery fhall ftill remain. 
From fair Nemoffus moves a warlike band. 
From Atur's banks, and the Tarbellian ftrand. 
Where winding round the coaft purfues its way, 750 
And folds the fea within a gentle bay. • 
The Santones are now with joy releaft 
From hoftile inmates, and their Roman gueft. 
Now the Bituriges forget their fears. 
And Sueflbns nimble with unwieldy ipears : 755 

Exult 
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Exult the Leuci, and the Renii now. 
Expert in javelins, and tlie bending bow. 
The Belgae taught on coverM wains to ride. 
The Sequani the wheeling horfe to guide j 
The bold Averni who from Ilium come, 769 

And boail an ancient brotherhood with Rome ^ 
The Nervi oft rebelling, oft liibdiied, 
Whofe hands in Gotta's flaughtcr were imbrued 5 
Vangiones, like loofe Sarmatians dreft, 
Who with rough hides their brawny thighs inveft ; 765 
Batavians fierce, whom brazen trumps delight. 
And with hoarfc rattlings animate to fight 5 
The nations where the Cinga's waters iiow. 
And Pyrentaean mountains ftand in fnow; 
Thofe where flow Arar meets the rapid Rhone, 773 
And with his ftronger ftrcam is hurr)''d down ; 
Thofe o er the mountains lofty fiimmit fpread. 
Where high Gehenna lifcs her hoary bead ; 
With thefe the Trevir, and Ligurian fhorn, 
Whofe brow no more long falling locks adorn ; 775 
Though chief amongft the Gauls he wont to deck. 
With ringlets comely fpread, his graceful neck : 
And you where Hefus' honid altar fiands, 
Where dire Teutates human blood dem.inds j 
Where Taranis by wretches is obey'd, -rSo 

And vies in daughter with the Scythian maid : 
All fee with joy the war's departing rage. 
Seek diftant lands, and other foes engage. 
You too, ye bards ! whom facrtd raptures fire, 
To chaunt yoiu* heroesto your country's lyre ; 7^^ 
F z V. ho 
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Who confecrate, in your immortal ftrain, 
Brave patriot fouls in righteous battle flain j 
Securely now tlae tuneful tafk renew. 
And nobleft themes in deathlefs fongs purfue. 
The Druids now, while arms are heard no more, . 790 
Old myfteries and barbarous rites xeftore : 
A tribe who fingular religion love. 
And haunt the lonely coverts of the grove. 
vTo thefe, and thefe of all mankind alone. 
The gods are Aire reveal'd, or fure unknown. 795 
If dying mortals dooms they fing aright. 
No ghofts defcend to dwell in dreadful night : 
No parting fouls to grifly Pluto go, 
^or feek the dreary filent (hades below : 
But forth they fly immortal in their kind, 8oe 

And other bodies in new worlds they find. 
Thus life for ever runs its endlefs race, 
And like a line, death but divides the fpace, 
« A flop which can but for a moment lafl, 
A point between the future and the paft. 805 

Thrice happy they beneath their northern fkies, 
Who that worft feai*, the fear of death, defpile i 
Hence they no cares for this frail being feel, 
. But rufli undaunted on the pointed iteel ; 
Provoke approaching fate, and bravely fcorn 8x0 

To fpare that life which mull fo foon return. 
You too tow'rds Rome advance, ye warlike han4> 
That wont the ftiaggy Cauci to withftand 5 
Whom once a better order did afTign, 
To guard the pafles of the. German Rhine ; '815 

- 2 Now 
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Now from the fencdcik banks you inarch away. 
And lenve die world tfte fierce barbariant prey* 
[ While ihoa the ndi^eioiis froopiy from cmy part, 
AflemViiiigf rajle tluSr daring leadei^s heart ; S19 
0*cr Half be taifccs bilLWarlike way> ^ 

1%^ neighbouring tftWnf hit fummons ftraight obeyy r 
And on their wa)h Mi enfigns high difplay; J 

Mean-while the bAfy meAnger of ill^ 
Officious Fante, (lip|iUifcs te^ tenor ftill 1 
A thoniand flaughttlrSy and ten thoufand fears^ 825 
8k whiipers in the trembling vulgar's ears. 
Mow comes a frighted meflenger, to tell 
Of ruins which the country round befel | 
Ife £oc tb ^ir Mevania's walls is paft, 
Aind lays Clitumnus* fruitful paftures wafte ; 830 

Inhere Nar's white waves with Tiber mingling fall, 
Kaiige the rough German and the rapid Gaul. 
But when himfelf, when Cxfar they would paint. 
The ftronger image makes defcription faint ; 
Mo tongue can fpeak with what amazing dread 835 
Wnd thought prefenu him at his army's head ; 
Unlike the man familiar to their eyes. 
Horrid he feems, and of gigantic iize ; 
UnnumberM eagles rife amidft his train , 
And millions fecm to hide the crouded plain. 8^0 

Around him all the various nations joiny 
Between the fnowy Alps and diftant Rhine. 
He draws the fierce barbarians from their home> -> 
With rage furpaffing theirs he feems to come, > 

Aiid urge them: on to ipoil devoted Rome. ^ 

F 3 . Tluis 
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Thus fear does half the work of lying fame^ 

And cowards thus their own misfortunes frame ; 

By their own feigning fancies are betray'd. 

And groan beneath tbofe ills themfelves bare made. 

Not thefe alarms the croud alone inhik, &5a 

But ran alike through every beating breaft y. 

With equal dread the grave Patricians /hook,. 

Their feats abandoned, and the court forfook* 

The fcattering fathers quit the public care, 

And bid the confuls for the war prepare. 855 

Refolv'd on flight, yet ftill unknowing where ^ 

To fly from danger, or for aid repair. 

Hafty and headlong differing paths they tread, ^ 

As blind impulfe and wild diftra^ion lead ; > 

The croud, a hurrying, heartlefs train, fucceed, J 

Who that the lamentable fight beheld, ^60 

The wretched fugitives that hid the field. 

Would not have thought the flames, with rapid haile 

Deftroying wide, had laid their city wafte ; 

Or groaning earth had fhook beneath their feet, 865 

While threatening fabrics nodded o'er the ftreet. 

By fuch unthinking raflinefs were they led ; 

Such was the madnefs which their fears had bred. 

As if, of every other hope bereft. 

To fly from Rome were all the fafety left. Sj6 

So when the ftormy South is heard to roar. 

And rolls huge billows from the Libyan ftiore ; 

When rending fails flit with the driving blaft. 

And with a crafli down comes the lofty maft j 

Some coward mafter leaps from off the deck, ' 875 

And, haft:y to defpair, prevents the wreck 5 

And 
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And tkough the bark on^roken hold her way. 

His trembling crew all pkmge info the iea. 

Fron doubtful thus they run to certain harms. 

And flying from the city ruih to arms. Sgo 

Then fans forfook their fires un-nerv'd and old. 

Nor weeping wives their hulbands could withhold; 

Each left his guardian Lares uaadorM, 

Nor with one parting prayer their aid implorM j 

None ftop'd, or fighing tum*d for one lak view, 885 

Or bid the city of his birth adieu. 

The headk>ng crowd regardlefs urge their way. 

Though ev^n their gods and country aik their ftay. 

And pleading nature beg them to delay. 

What means^ye gods ! this changing in your doom ?S90 
Freely you grant, but quickly you refume. 
Vain is the Ihort-iivM fovercignty you lend j 
The pile you raife you deign not to defend. 
Sec where, forfaken by her native bands. 
All defulate the once-great city (lands ! 895 

She whom her fwarming citizens made proud. 
Where once the vanquifli'd nations wont to crou-i. 
Within the circuit of whoie ample fpace 
Mankind might meet at once, and find a place i 
A wide defencelcfs defert now flie lies, oq^ 

And yields herfelf the vigor's eafy prize. 
The camp intrench'd fecureft flumbcrs yields. 
Though hoftile arms befet the neighbouring fields 5 
Rude banks of earth the hafty foldier reais. 
And in the turfy wall forgets his fears : 905 

While, Rome, thy fons all tremble from afar. 
And fcatter at the very name of war j 

F4 N^r 
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Nor on thy towers depend, nor rampart^s height^ 
Nor truft their fefety with thee for a night. 

Yet one excufe abfolv'd the panic dread ; 91a 

The vulgar juftly fear'd when Pompey fled. 
And, left fweet hope might mitigate their woes. 
And expe6lation better times difclofe^ 
On every breaft prefaging terror fate, 
And threatened plain forae yet more difmal fate. 915 
The gods decUre their menaces around. 
Earth, air, and feas, in prodigies, abound ; 
Then ftars, unknown before, appeared to buniy 
And foreign flames about the pole to turn ; 
Unufual fires by night were feen to fly, 91a 

And dart obliquely through the gloomy flcy.. 
Then horrid comets fliook their fatal hair. 
And bade proud royalty for change prepare > 
Now dart Iwift lightnings through the azure clear. 
And meteors now in various forms appear : 925 

Some like the javelin flioot extended long, 
W hile Ibme like fpreading lamps in heaven are hung. 
And though no gathering clouds the day control. 
Through Ikies ferene portentous thunders roll ; 
P'ierce blafting bolts from northern regions come, 93Q 
And aim their vengeance at imperial Rome. 
The ftars, that twinkled in the lonely night, 
Now lift their bolder head in day*s broad light* 
The moon, in all her brother's beams array'd, 
V/as blotted by the earth's approaching -ftiade : 935 
The fun himlelf, in his meridian race, 
In fable darknefs veil'd his brighter face j 

th« 
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The trembling world beheld his fading ray. 

And mourn'd.derpairing for the lofs of day* 

Such was he feen, when backward to the eaft 949 

He fled, abhorring dire Thyeftes' feaft. ^ 

Sicilian ^tna then was heard to roar. 

While Mulciber let loofe his fiery ftorc j 

Nor rofe the flames, but with a downward tide 

Towards Italy their burning torrent guide 5 945 

Charybdis' dogs howl doleful o'er the flood. 

And all her whirling waves run red with blood j 

The Veftal fire upon the altar dy'd. 

And o'er the facrifice the flames divide j 

The parting points with double dreams afcend, 95^ 

To flfew the Latian feftivals muft end : 

Such from the Theban brethren's pile arofe, 

Sigpial of impious and immortal foes. 

With openings faft the gaping earth gave way. 

And in her inmoft womb received the day. 955 

The fwelling feas o'er lofty mountains flow, 

And nodding Alps fhook off their ancient fnow. 

Then wept the demi-gods of mortal birth, 

Andfweating Lares trembled on the hearth. 

In temples then, recording (lories tell, 960 

Untouch'd the facred gifts and garlands fell. 

Then birds obfcenc, with inaufpicious flight. 

And fcreamings dire, prophan'd the hallow'd light. 

The falvage kind forfook the deiert wood, 

And in the ftreets dilclos'd their horrid brood. 965 

Then fpeaking beafts with human founds were heard. 

And monftrous births the teeming mothers fcar'd. 

- i Amon,g 
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Among the croud, Irligious fears difperfe 

The faws of SibyJs, and foreboding rerfe. 

Beilona's priefts, a barbarous frantic train, 97© 

Whofe mangled arms a thoufand wounds diiHain, 

Tofs their wild locks, and, with a difmal yell, 

The wrathful gods and coming woes foretel. 

Lamenting ghofts amidft their afhes mourn. 

And groanings echo from the marble um« 975 

The rattling clank, of arms is heard around. 

And voices loud in lonely woods refound. 

Grim fpeftres every-where affright the eye. 

Approaching glare, and pafs with horror by. 

A fury fierce about' the city walks, - 980 

Hell-born, and horrible of fize, fhe ftalk« : 

A flaming pine fhe brandifhes in air. 

And hifling loud up-rife her fnaky hair : 

Where-e^er her round accurft the monfter takes^ 

'fhe pale inhabitant his houfe forfakes. 9S5 

Such to Lycurgus was the phantom feen. 

Such the dire vifions of the Theban queen 5 ' 

Such, at his cruel ftepmother's command. 

Before Alcides, did Megaera ftand : 

With dread, till then unknown, the hero fliook, 990 

Though he had darM on hell's grim king to look. 

Amid the deepeft filence of the night. 

Shrill -founding clarions animate the fight j 

The (houts of meeting armies feern to rife, 

And the loud battle (hakes the gloomy flcies. 991 

Dead Sylla in the Martian field afcends. 

And mifchiefs mighty as his own portends* 

Near 
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Near Anio's ftream old Marius rears his head ; 
The hinds beheld his grifly foiiii, and fled. 

The ftatc thus threatened, by old cuftom taught, 1000 
For counfel to the Tufcan prophets fought : 
Of thefe the chief for learning faniM, and age, 
Aruns by name, a venerable fage, 
At Luna liv'd ; none better could dcfcry 
What bodes the lightning's journey through tlic (ky; 1C05 
Prefaging veins and fibres well he knew. 
And omens read aright, from every wing that flew. 
Firft he commands to burn the monftrous breed. 
Sprung from mixM fpecies, and dil'cordant feed ; 
Forbidden and accurled births, which come 10 10 

Where nature's laws defign'd a barren womb. 
Next, the remaining trembling tribes he calls, 
To pafs with folemn rites about their walls. 
In holy march to vifit all around. 
And with luftrations purge the utmoft bound. 
The fovereign priefts the long procefllon lead. 
Inferior orders in the train fucceed, 
Aray'd all duly in the Gabine weed. 
There the chafte head of Vcfta's choir appears, 
A I'acred fillet binds her reverend hairs j 1020 

To her, in fole preeminence, is due, 
Phrygian Minerva's awful (hrine to view. 
Next the fifteen in order pafs along. 
Who guard the fatal Sibyls' fecret fong : 
To Almon's ftream Cybcle's form they bear, 1025 
And wafli the goddefs each returning year. 
The Titian brotherhood, the Augurs band, 

Obferving flights on the left lucky hand ; 

The 
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The feven ordained Jove's holy feaft to deck j 

The Salii blithe, with bucklers on the neck; i03»' 

All marching in their order juft appear : 

And laft the generous Flamens clofe the rear. 

Whilethefe through ways uncouth, and tirefome ground^ 

Patient perform their long laborious round, 

Aruns collects the marks of heaven's dread flame ^ 

In earth he hides them with religious hand. 

Murmurs a prayer, then gives the place a name. 

And bids the fix'd Bidental haljow'd Hand. 

Next fronr the herd a chofen male is fought. 

And foon beforci the ready altar brought. 1040'. 

And now the feer the facrifice began. 

The pouring wine upon the victim ran 5 

The mingled meal upon his brow was placed 5 

The crooked knife the deftin'd line had trac'd 5 . 

When with relu6lant rage th' impatient beaft 1045.- 

The rites unplcaimg to the God confeft. 

At length compell'd his ftubborn head to bow, 

Vanquilh'd he yields him to the fatal blow 5 

The gufliing veins no chearful crimfon pour. 

But ftain with poifonous black the facred floor. 1059 

The paler prophet flood with horror flxuckj 

Then with a hafty hand the entrails took. 

And fought the angry gods again ; but there . 

Prognollics worl'e, and fidder.figns, appear j 

The pallid guts with fpots were marbled, o'er, 1055 

,With thin cold fenim flaind, and. livid gorej 

The liver wet with putrid ftreams he fpy'd. 

And veins that threatened on the hoflile fide : 

Part 
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Part of the heaving lungs is no where found. 
And thinner films the fever'd entrails bound ; 1060 
No ufual inotion ftirs the panting heart ; 
The chinky veffels ouze on every part j 
The cawl, vrhere wrapt the clofe inteftines lie. 
Betrays its dark reccfl'es to the eye. 
One prodigy fiiperior threatened 'ftill, 1065 

The never-failing harbinger of ill : 
Lo ! by the fibrous liver's rifing head, 
A fecond rival prominence is fpread; 
All funk and poor the friendly part appears. 
And a pale, fickly, withering vifage wears ; 107a 

While high and full the adverfe veflels ride. 
And drive, impetuous, on their purple tide. 
Amaz'd, the fage forefaw th' impending fate ; 
Ye gods ! (he cryM) fort)id me to relate 
"What woes -on this devoted people wait. 
Nor doft thou, Jove, in thefe our rites partake. 
Nor fmile propitious on the prayer we make 5 
The dreadful Stygian gods this viftim claim. 
And to our facrifice the Furies came. 
"The ills we fear command us to be dumb ; ibSo 

Yet fomewhat worfe than what we fear fliall come. 
But may the gods be gracious from on high, O 

Some better profperous event fupply, ^ 

Fibres may err, and augury may lye 5 j 

Arts may be falfe, by which otir fires divin'd, 1685 
And Tages taught them, to abufe mankind. 
Thus darkly he the prophecy expreft. 
And riddling iimg the double-dealing prieft. 

But 
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But Figulus exclaims (to fcience bred. 
And in the gods myfterious fecrets read j so^o 

Whom nor Egyptian Memphis* fons excellM, 
Nor with more IkiU the rolling orbs beheld : 
Well couid be Judge the labours of the fphere. 
And calculate the juft revolving year). 
^The ftars (he cries) are in confufion hurl'd, 109 5 

And wandering error quite niifguides the world} 
vOr, if the laws ©f nature yet remain. 
Some fwift deftru6lion now the Fates ordain* 
Shall earth's wide opening jaws for ruin call, 
JVnd fmlcing cities to the centre fall ? xxoo 

Shall raging drought infeft the fbltry iky ? 
.Shall faithlefs earth the promised crop deny ^ 
.Shall poiibiipus vapours o'er the waters brood. 
And taint the limpid fpring and filver .flood ? 
Ye gods ! what ruin does your wrath prepare I 2 105 
Comes it from heaven^ from earth, from Teas, or air ? 
The lives of many to a period haHe, 
And thoufands ihall together breathe their laft. 
If Saturn's fullen beams were lifted high. 
And baneful reign'd afcendant o'er the flcy, i \ 10 

Then moift Aquarius deluges might rain» 
And earth once more lie funk beneath the main : 
Or did thy glowing beams, O Phoebus, ihine 
Malignant in the Lion's fcorching fign. 
Wide o'er the world confuming fires might ^-oll, 1 1 15 
And heaven be fecn to flame from pole to pole : 
Through peaceful orbits thefe unangry glide. 
But, God of Battles ! what doft thou provide ? 
Who. in the threatening Scorpion doft prefide ? 

4. Witk 
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With potent wrath sroujid thy influence ftreams, 11 ao 

And the whole monfter kindles at thy heaius 2 

While Jupiter's more gentle rays decline^ 

And Mercury with Venus faintly ihine^ 

The wandering lights are darkened all and gone. 

And Mars now lords it o'er the heavens alone, i i%f 

Orion's ftarry falchion blazing wide. 

Refulgent glitters by his dreadful fide. 

War comes, smd falvage (laughter niuft abovnd^ 

The fword of violence fliall right confound : 

The blackeft crimes fair virtue's name (hall wear* 

And impious fury rage for many a year. tiyi. 

Yet aflc not thou an end of arms, O Kome, 

Thy peace muft with a lordly m after cqme. 

Protraft deftni6lion, and defer thy chain, O 

The fword alone prevents the tyrant's reign, > 

And civil wars thy liberty maintain. ) 

The heartlefs vujgar to the fage give heed. 

New rifing fears his words foreboding Ueed. 

When, lo I more dreadful wonders ftiike their eyes. 

Forth through the ftreets a Roman matron flies, 11 40 

Mad as the Thracian dames that bound along. 

And chant Lyaeus in their frantic fong : 

Enthufiaftic heavings fwell'd her breaft. 

And thus her voice the Delphic god confed: 

Where doft thou fnatch me. Paean ! wherefore bear 1 145 

Through cloudy heights and trafts of pathlefs air ? 

I fee Pangaean mountains white with fnow, 

/Emus and wide Philippi's fields below. 

Say, Phcebus, wherefore does this fury rife ? 

What mean thefefpears and ihields before my eyes ? 1 1 50 

I fee 
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rfee the Roman battles croud the plain ! 

I fee the war, but feek the foe in vain. 

Again I fly, I feek the rifing day. 

Where Nile's Egyptian waters take their way : 

I fee, I know upon the guilty ihore, ^^^SS. 

The hero's headlefs trunk befmear'd with gore. ' 

The Syrts and Libyan fands beneath me lie^ 

Thither Emathia's fcatter'd relics fly. 

Now o'er the cloudy Alps I ftretch my'flight, 

And foar above Pyrenees airy height : ■xi6* 

To Rome, my native Rome, I turn again^ 

And fee the fenate reeking with ^e flain. 

Again the -moving chiefs their arms prepare ; 

Again I follow through the wotld the war. 

Oh, give me, Phoebus ! give me to explore, ^ 

Some region new, fome undifcoverM ihore ; > 

I faw Philippics fatal fields before. 3 

She faid : the weary rage began to ceafe. 
And left the fainting prophetefs in peace. 
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T4IB AftOUMBNT* 

Amktt flie gnenl •conftmation tliat fore-ran the 
Chrfl War» Ae poet introdncet an old man ^ving 
'die m'^ 






of tte miftries diat attended on that of 
Mniotand S]^a| and •comparing tbetr prefent cir- 
.Omjfamoet J» '^thoft in which Ae commonwealth 
wat when'tbat IbmMr war hcoke out, Brutus con- 
idts widi Cato, wfaedier it were the dntjr of a 
arifite auun to ooncem himfelf in dw puhhc trou- 
Ueai Mo whidi Cato i t pltM in the affirmatives 
Thca fi^owa hb nodving Marcidt again from the 
Ipmb of Horteofiua. WbUe Pompey goes to Capua, 
Vtt&r makes himftlf mafter of the greateft part of 
Italy, and among tiie reft of CorSnium, where 
Domitiiis, die governor for Pompey, is feized by 
hb garrifimt anS deLiveitd to Csuar, who pardons 
aiddifini&s him. 
IbttjKy in an oration to his armv makes ' a trial of 
thdr diipofition to a general battle $ but not finding 
k to aniwerius expeftationy he fends his ton to iblicit 
fht affiftance of his friends and allies j then marches 
himiidf to Bmndufiunit where he is Uke to be 
by Csefar, and efcapes at length with mucb 
Ity. 

NOW manifeft the wrath divine appear^'d. 
And oatnre through the world the war declared » 
Tconiag with monfters, facrod law ifae broke« 
All dim events in all her wockt befpoke, 4 
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Thou Jove, who doft in heaven fupremely reign, 

Why does thy providence thefe figns ordain. 

And give us prefciencc to increafe our pain ? 

Doubly we bear thy dread-infli£ling doom. 

And feel our miferies before . they come. 

Whether the great creating parent foul, lo 

When firft from Chaos rude he form'd the whole, 

DifposM futurity with certain hand, 

And bade the neceffary cauies ftand 5 

Made one decree for ever to remain. 

And bound himfelf in fate's eternal chain j 15 

Or whether fickle fortune leads the dance. 

Nothing is fix'd, but all things come by chancc.j 

Whate'er thou (halt ordain, thou ruling power. 

Unknown and fudden be the dreadful hour : 

Let mortals to their future fate be blind, a© 

And hope relieve the miferable mind. 

While thus the wretched citizens behold 
What certain ills the faithful gods foretold j 
Juftice fufpends her courie in mournful . Rome, 
And all tlic; noify courts at once are dumb j ^5 

No honours Ihine in. the diftinguifli'd weed, 
Nor rods the purple magiftiate precede : 
A difmal fil«nt forrow fpreads around, 
No groan is heard, nor one complaining found. 
So when fome generous youth refigns his breath, 30 
And parting fmks in the iaft pangs of death 5 
With ghaftly eyes, and many a lift-up hand^ 
Around his bed the iHll attendants (land.5 

:No 
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No tongue as 3^t prefumes his fate to teil» 

Nor fpeaks aloud the iblemn lai) farewell ; 35 

As yet the mother by her darling lies. 

Nor breaks lamenting into frantic ches $ 

And though he ftifFens in her fond embrace* 

fiis eyes are fet, and livid pale his facej 

I-^rror a while prevents the fwelling tear, 4* 

Nor is her pa(£on grief, as yet, but fearj 

In one fix'd pofture motionlefs flic keeps. 

And wonders at her woe before fhe weeps. 

The matrons fad their rich attire lay by, 

An4 to the temples madly crowding fiy ; 45. 

Some on the ihrines their gufhing forrows pour. 

Some dafh their breafts againil the marble door. 

Some on the facred threiholds rend their hair. 

And howling feek the gods with horrid prayer, 

Npr Jove received the vrailing fuppliants all, 5» 

In various fanes on various powers they call. 

No altar then, no god was left alone, 

Unvex'd by fome impatient parent's moan. 

Of thefe, one wretch her grief, above the reft. 

With vil'age torn, and mangled arms confeft. 55 

Ye mothers I beat (ihe cry'd) your boforas now. 

Now tear the curling honours from your brow j 

The prefent hour ev'n all your tears demands. 

While doubtful fortune yet fufpended ftands. 

Wh6B one fhaJl conquer, then for joy prepare, 60 

The viftor chief, at leaft, fhall end the war. 

Thus, from renewed complaints they feek relief, 

An^ only find frefh caufes out for grief. 

G 2 ' The 
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The men too, as to different camps they go. 
Join their fad voices to the public woe j 65 

Impatient to the gods they raife their cry> 
And thus expoftulate with thofe on high : 

Oh haplefs times ! oh that we had been born. 
When Carthage made our vanquish *d country mourn t 
Well had we then been numberM with the flain 79 
On Trebia^s banks, or Cannse^s fatal plain. 
Nor a(k we peace, ye powers, nor foft repoie j 
Give us new wars, and multitudes of foes j 
Let every potent city arm for fight. 
And all the neighbour nations round unhe| 71 

From Median Sufa let the Parthians come. 
And MafTagetes beyond their Ifter roam : 
Let Elbe and Rhine^s unconquerM fprings fend forth 
The yellow Suevi from the fartheft north i 
"Let the confpiring world in arms engage, £• 

And fave us only from domeftic rage. 
Here let the hoftile Dacian inroads make. 
And there his way the Gete invader take* 
Let Caefar in Iberia tame the foe j 
Let Pompey break the deadly eaftem bow. 
And Rome no hand unarm'<l for battle know* 
But if Hefperia ftand condenm'd by fate. 
And ruin on our name and nation wait ; 
Now dart thy thunder, dread almighty fire, 
Le^-all thy flaming heavens defcend in fire ; ^ 

On chiefs and parties hurl thy bolts alike. 
And, ere their crimes have made them j^ilty, ftrike. 

s u 
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Ii it a caufe fo worthy of our care. 
That power may fall to this, or that nian*t ihare ? 
Do wc for this the gods and confcience brave, 95 

That one may rule, and make the reft a flave ? 
When thus eT*n liberty we fcarce (hoold buy. 
But think a civil war a price too high. 

Thus groan they at approaching dire events. 
And thus expiring piety laments. xoo 

Mean -while the hoary iire his years depfores. 
And age that former miferies reilores : 
He hates his weary life prolonged for woe, 
Worfe days to fee, more impious rage to know. 
*Phen fetching old examples from afar, 10^ 

*Twa8 thus (he cries) Fate ufhcr'd is the war : 
When Cimbrians fierce, and Libya's fwarthy lord. 
Had falPn before triumphant Marius' Tword : 
Yet to Mintumaes marfh the viflor fied,. 
And hid in oozy flags his exil'd head* no 

The faithlefs foil the hunted chief relieved. 
And fedgy waters fortune's pledge received, ' 
Peep in a dungeon plung'd at length he lay, y 

Where gyves and rankling fetters eat their way, > 
And noifome vapours on his vitals prey. x 15 j 

Ordain'd at eafe to dine in wretched Rome, 
He fuffer'd then, for wickednefs to come. 
In vain his foes had arm'd the Cimbrian*s hand. 
Death will not always wait upon command j 
About to ftrike, the flave with horror (hook, iist 

The ufelefs fleel his loofeni ng gripe forfook j 
Thick flashing flames a light unufual gave, 
And fudilen flione around the gloomy cave 5. 

G I Bread r«i 
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Dreadful the Gods of guilt before him ftood^ 

Andi Marius terrible in future bloody iji 

When thus a voice began : Ra/h man forbear^ 

Nor touch that head wliich fate refolves to fpare ; 

Thoufands are doomM beneath his arm to bleed. 

And countlefs deaths before his own decreed 5 

Thy wrath and purpofe to deftroy is vain t j^y 

Would'ft thou avenge thee for thy nation (lain ? 

Prefei ve this man j and in fome coming day 

The Cimbrian fiaughter well he lliall repay. 

No pitying god. no power to mortals good. 

Could fave a falvage wretch who j.oy\l in blood ; 13; 

But Fate refervM him to perform its doom. 

And be the minifter of wrath to Rome. 

By fwelling ftcis too favourably toft, 

Safely he rcach'd Nuniidia's hoftile coaft j 

There, driv'n from man, to wilds he took his way, 141 

And on the earth, where once he conquered, lay j 

There in the lone unpeopled defcrt field. 

Proud Carthage in her ruins he beheld j 

Amidft h:r afhes pleas'd he fat him down. 

And joyM in the defiruJtion of the town. x4( 

The genius of the place, with mutual hate, 

Renr'd its fad head, and fmiTd at Marios' fate j 

Each with delight furvey'd their fallon foe, 

And each forgave the gods, that laid the other low. 

There with new fury was his foul pofieft, 15* 

And Libyan Y:^gQ collc6ted in his brcaft. 

Soon as rtlurning fsrtuiic own'd his caufe, 

Troops cf revolting bor.d-mcn forth he draws j 

Cut- 
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Cut-throats and flaves rcibrt to his command* 

And arms were given to every bafer hand. 155- 

None vroEthily the leader's ftandard bore, 

UnftainM with blood- or blacfeeft crimes before : 

T^tllains of fame, to £11 his 'bands, were fought. 

And to his camp inci-eafe of crimes they brought. 

Who can relate the horrors of that day, 260 

When firft thefe walls became the viftor's prey ! 

With what a ftride devooting Slaughter paft. 

And fwept promifcuous orders in her hafte I 

Oer noble and plebeian rang'd the fword ; 

Nor pity or remorfe one paufe afford. 1$$- 

The Aiding ftreets with blood were dotted o'er,- 

And facred temple* ftood-in pools of gore. 

The nithlefs fteel, impatient of delay. 

Forbade the fire to linger out his day : 

It ftnick the bending fether to the earth, xjo 

And cropt the wailing infant at his biith.- 

(Can innocents the rage of panics know. 

And they who ne'er offended find'a foe ?) 

Age is no plea, and childhood no defence^ 

To kill is all die murderer's pretence. 175 

Kage (lays not to inquire who ought to die. 

Numbers mufl fall, no matter which, or why $ 

£aclv,in his hand a grieily vifage bears. 

And as the trophy of his virtue wears. 

Who wants a prize, ftraight ruflies through the (Greets, 1 8^ 

And undiftinguifh'd mows the lirft he mests j 

The trembling crowd with fear officious ftrive. 

And thofc who ki s the tyrant's handfurvivc. 

' G 4. Oh' 
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Oh could you fall £6 low, degenerate race 1 
And purchafe fafety at a price £o bafe ? xCf: 

What though the fword was matter, of jour deoniy 
Though Mariu« could have given you years to come. 
Can Romans live by in&my fo mean ? 
But foon your changing fortune ihifjts the fcene ;. 
- Short is your date f yoa only live to mourn D^a 

Your hopes deceived, and Sylla's fiinft return* 
The vulgar falls, and none, laments his. fate,. 
Sorrow has hardly kifurs for the gceat. 
What tears could Baebius* hafty death deplore l 
A thoufand hands his mangled cascafe tore i 195: 

His fcatter*d entrails sound the ftreetft were toft,. 
And in a moment all the man was loiL 
Who wepty Antonius* murder to behold^ 
Whofe moving tongue the mifchief oft fbcetold ? 
Spite of his age and eloquence he bled j xo^- 

The barbarous foldier ihatch'd. his hoary head } 
Dropping he bore it to his joyful lord. 
And while he feafted placed it on^ the board. 
The Ci-ain both by Firnbria*s hand was ilain> 
And bleeding magiftrates the pulpit ftain» »o^ 

Then did the doom of that negle^liag hand» 
Thy fate, O holy Scsvola, command;- 
In vain for fuccour to the gods he flies^ 
The prieft before the Vcftal altar dies t 
A feeble ftream potirM-forth- the exhauAed fire, t J3fi 
And fpar'd to quench the cvHiving fire. 
The fevcnth returning Fafces now appear,. 
And bring (lem Marius' lateft deilin'd yearr 



rUCAUrS PRARSAUA. Book IL 9j 

Thus the long toils of changing life oVrpafty 
Hoary and full of days he breath'd his laft. 115 

While Fortune frowned, her fierceft wrath he bore. 
And while (he finird enjoyM her ampleft power i 
All various turns of good and bad he knew. 
And prorM the moft that chance or fBLte could do. 

What heaps of flain the Colline gate did yield I ai* 
What bodies ftrow'd the Sacriportan field, 
When, empire was ordain*d to change her feat,. 
To leave her Rome, and make Pnenefte great I 
When the proud Samnites troops the ftate defy*d, 
la terms beyond their Caudine treaty*» pridev 135 
Nor Sylla with lefs cruelty returns^ 
With equal rage the fierce avenger bums : 
What blood the feeble city yet* retainM, 
With too fevere a healing hand he drainM : 
Too deeply was the fearching (leel employed, i^ 

What maladies had hurt, the leach dedroyM. 
The guilty only were of life bereft : 
Alas ! the guilty only then were left. 
Diifembled hate and rancour rangM at will. 
All as they pleasM took Jiberty to kill j ^35 

And while revenge no longer fear'd the laws. 
Each private murder was the public caufe. 
The leader bade deftroy : and at the word> 
The mailer fell beneath the fervant's fword. 
Brothers on brothers were for gifts be(low*d, 24.0 

And fons contended for their father's blood. 
For refuge feme to caves and forefts fled j 
Some to the lonely manfions of the dead 3. 

Some, 
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Some, to prevent the cnrel vlf^or, die ; 

Thcfe ftrangled hang from fetal beams on high ; 24.5 

While thofe, from tops of lofty tucrets thrown. 

Came headlong on the dafhing pavement down.^ 

Some for their funerals the wood prepare,. 

And build the facred pile with hafty care : 
cThen bleeding to the kindling flames they prefs, 2 50 

And Roman rites, while yet they may, poflefs. 

Pale heads of Marian chiefs are borne on high, 

Ana heapM together in the Forum lie; 

There join the meeting (laughters of the town. 

There each performing villain's deeds are known. 2.^c. 

No fi^ht like this the Thracian ftables knew, 

Antasus' Libyan fpoils to thefc were few : 

Nor Greece beheld fo many fuitors fall, 

TV) grace the Pifan tyrant's liorrid ball. 
.'At length, when putrid gore, with foul difgrace, xCo 

Hid tlie diftinguifh-d features of the face, 

By night the miferable parents came, 

And bore their fons to fume forbidden flame. 

Well I remember, in that woeful reign. 

How I my brother fought amongd the ilain ; z6^ 

Hopeful by ftealth his poor remains to burn. 

And clofe his afhes in a peaceful urn $ 

Hi^ vifage in my trembling hand I bore. 

And turn'd paciflc Sylla's trophies o^er ; 
rFuU many a mangled trunk I tryM, to fee 279 

Which carcale with the head would beft agree. 

Why fhould my grief to Catulus return, 

And tell the vi^im oiFerM at bis urn ; 

When,, 
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When, ftruck with horror, the relenting fliade 
Beheld his wrongs too cruelly repayM ? 275 

I faw where Marius^ haplefs brother ftood, 
With limbs all torn, and cover'd o'er with blood 5 
A thoufand gaping wounds increased his pain, 
While weary life a paffage fought in vainj 
That mercy ftill his ruthlefs foes deny, 28* 

And, whom they mean to kill, forbid to die. 
This from the wrift the fuppliant hands divides. 
That hews his arms from oif his naked fides ; 
One crops his breathing noftrils, one his ears. 
While from the roots his tongue another tears 5 285 
Panting awhile upon the earth it lies. 
And with mute motion trembles ere it dies : 
Lart, from the facred caverns where they lay, 
'The bleeding orbs of fight are rent away. 
Can hte pofterity believe, whene'er -y 

This tale of Marius and his foes they hear, > 

They could iniWSi fo much, or he could bear ? J 

Such is the broken carcafe fecn to lie, 
CnifhM by feme tumbling turret from on high ; 
Such to the fliore the (hipwreckt coife is borne, 295 
By rending rocks and greedy monllers torn. 
Miftaken rage ! thus mangling to difgrace, 
And blot the lines of Marius' hated face ! 
'What joy can Sylla take, unlefs he know 
And mark the features of his dying foe ? 300 

Fortune btheld, from her Praeneftine fane. 
Her helplefs worfhipers around her flain ; 
One hour of fate was common to them all. 
And like one man ihe faw a ^>copIe fall. 

The% 
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Then dyM the lufty youth in manly bloom, 305 

Hefperia^s flower^ and hope for times to come ; 
Their blood, Rome's only ftrength, diftaint the fold^ 
OrdainM th* aflembling centuries to hold. 
Numbers have oft been known, on fea and land. 
To fink of old by death^s deftm^ve hand i ^ip 

Battles with multitudes have flrown the plain» 
And many peri(h on the ftormy main : 
Earthquakes deftroy, malignant vapours blaft. 
And plagues and famines lay whole nations wafte s 
But juftice, fure, was never feen, till now, 5x5 

To mafTacre her thoufands at a blow. 
Satiety of death the vi£lors prove. 
And (lowly through th* incumbering ruin move i 
So many fall, there fcarce is room for more^ 
The dying nod on thofe who fell before 5 31^ 

Croud ing in heaps their murderers they aid. 
And, by the dead, the living are overlaid,. 
Mean while the ftern di6):ator, from on high» 
Beholds the flaughter with a fearlefs eye j 
Nor fighs, to think his dread commands ordaiui %%$ 
So many thoufand wretches to be flain. 
Amidft the Tiber's waves the load is thrown^ 
The torrent rolls the guilty burden down j 
Till rifing mounds obftru6l his watery way^ 
And carcafes the Riding veflels ftay. ^31^ 

^ut foon another ftream to aid him roie. 
Swift o'er the fields a crimfon deluge flows i 
The Tufcan river fwells above his fhores. 
And floating bodies to the land reftores ; 

Sti^nggUng' 
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Straggling at length he drives his rufliing flood, 335 

And dyes the Tyrrhene ocean round with blood. 

Could deeds like thefe the glorious ftile demand 

Of profperous, and faviour of the land ? 

Could this renown, could thefe atchievements build 

A tomb for Sylla in die Martian field ? 349 

Again^ behold the circling woes return. 

Again the curfe of civil wars we mourn ; 

Battles and blood, and vengeance, (hall fuccecd. 

And Rome once more by Roman hands ihall bleed. 

Or if, for hourly thus our fears prefage, 345 

With wrath more fierce the prefent chiefs (hall rage. 

Mankind fliall fome unheard-of plagues deplore. 

And grone for miferies unknown befose. 

Marius au end of exile only fought $ 

Sylla to crufli a hated fa6Uon fought ; 359 

A. larger recompence thefe leaders claim. 

And higher is their vaft ambition's aim : 

Could thefe be fatisfy'd with Sylla's power ; 

Nor, all he had pofTefling, aik for more ; 

Neither had force and impious arms employed, 355 

Or fought for that which guiltlefs each enjoyM. 

Thus wept lamenting age o^er haplefs Rome, 
Remembering evils paft, and dreading thofe to come. 

But Brutub* temper failM not with the reft, -j 

Nor with the common weaknefs was oppreft ; > 

I Safe and in peace he kept his manly bread. 3 

Twas when the folemn dead of night came on, -% 
Wljcn bright Califto with her fhining fon > 

^ow half their circle round the pole had run , ^ 

Wlic« 
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When Brutus, on the bafy times intent, 365 

To virtuous Cato*s humble dwelling went : 
Waking he found him, careful for the ftate^ 
Grieving and fearing for his country's fate ; 

. For Rome, and wretched Rome, alone he feared -, 
Secure within himfelf, and for the worft prepared. 370 

To him thus Brutus fpoke : O thou, to whom 
Forfaken Virtue flies, as to her home, 
Driv'n out, and by an impious age oppreft. 
She finds no room on earth but Cato's breaft : 
There, in her one good man, ftie reigns fecure, 375. 

rFearlcfs of vice, or fortune's hoftile power. 
Then teach my foul, to doubt and error prone. 
Teach me a refolution like thy own. 

.Let partial favour, hopes, or intereft guide, 

>By various motives, all the world befide. 

To Pompcy's or ambitious Caefar's fide 5 

Thou, Cato, art my leader. Whether peace 

And calm repofe amidft thefe ftorms fliall pleafe 
Or whether war thy ardour (hall engage. 

To gratify the madnefs of this age, 

.Herd with the fa^^ious chiefs,and urge the |)eoples rage. 

The ruffian, bankrupt, loofe adulterer. 

All who the power of laws and juftice fear, 

From guilt learn fpecious reafons for the war. 

By ftarving want and wickedneis prepared, 39a. 

Wifely they arm for fafety and reward. 

But, oh ! what caufe, what reafon, canft thou find h 

Art thou to arms for love of aims inclined? 

« Haft 



i 
} 






LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book n. 91 

Haft thou the manners of this age withftood. 
And for Co many years been (ingly good. 
To be repay 'd with civil wars and blood? 
Let thofe to vice inur'd for arras prepare. 
In thee 'twill be impiety to dare j 
Preferve at leaft, ye gods, thcfe hands from war. 
Nor do thou meanly with the rabble join, 40a 

Nor grace their caufe with fuch an arm as thine« 
To thee, the fortune of the fatal field 
Inclining, unaufpicious fame fhall yield 5 
Each to thy fword fhaiJ prefs, and wiih to be 
Imputed as thy crime, and charged on thee. 405 

Happy thou wwt, if with retirement bleft, ^ 

Which noife and la^ion never ihould moleft, > 

Nor break the facred quiet of thy breaft j 3 

Where harmony and order ne'er fhould ceafe^ 
But every day fliould take its turn in peace. 4x01 

So, in eternal ileddy motion, roll 
The radiant fpheres around the ftarry pole : 
Fierce lightning*, meteors, and the winter's ftorm. 
Earth and the face of lower heaven deform, 
Whilft all by nature's laws is calm above j 415 

No tempeft rages in the count of Jove. 
Light particles and idle atoms fiy, 
Tofs'd by the winds, and fcatter'd round the flty j 
While the more £blid parts the force refift. 
And fix'd and ftahle on the centre reft. 42^ 

Caefar fhall hear with joy, that thou art join'd 
With fighting fa^ions, to difturb mankind ? 
Though fworn his foe, he fliall applaud thy choice. 
And think his wicked war approv'd by Cato's voice. 

See i 
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Sec ! how tx) fwell their mighty leader's ftate, 4*5 

The confuls and the fervile fenate wait : 

Xv'n Cato^s felf to Pompey's yoke muft bow. 

And all mankind are flaves but Caefar now- 

If war, however/ be at laft our doom. 

If we muft arm for Liberty and Rome : 43a 

While undecided yet their fate depends^ 

Cxfar and Pompey are alike my friends ; 

Which party I ihall choofe» is yet to know^ 

That let the war decide ; who conquers is my foe. 

Thus fpdketheyouth. When Cato tlras«xpreft 43^ 
Th^ facred counfek of his inmoft breaft : . 

Bnitus 1 with thee, I own the crime h great I " ^ 
With thecy ^this impious civil war I hatej V 

Bht Virtue blindly follows, led by Fate. S 

Anfwer yourfelves, ye gods, and fet me free $ 44s 
If I -am guilty, 'tis by your decree. 
If yon fair lamps above fhould loie fheir ligbt. 
And leave the wretched world in endlefs night | 
If Chaos ihould in heaven and earth prevail, . 
And univerfal nature's frame fhould fail : 44$ 

W9iat Stoic would not the misfortune ikkri^ 
And think that defblation worth his care? 
Princes and nations whom wide feas divide, «| 

Where other ftars fisu- diftant lieavens do guide, > 

Have brought their eniigns to the Roman fide. S' 

FM^bid it, gods 1 when barbarous Scythians come f 
From their cold north, to prop declining Rmhc, > 
That I (hould fee her fall, and fit fecure at home, ^ 
As fome unhappy fire by death undone, 
Robb'd of his age's joy, his only fgo, 455 

Attend! 
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Attends the funeral with pious care. 
To pay his laft paternal office there ; 
Takes a fad pleafure in the croud to go. 
And be himfelf part of the pompous woe^ 
Then waits till, every ceremony pad, 4^3 

Hit own fond hand may light the pile at laft. 
So fix'd, (6 faithful to thy caufe, O Rome, 
Witli fuch a conftancy and love I come, 
RefoIvM for thee and liberty to mourn. 
And never ! never from your fides be tom 5 465 

RefolvM to follow fiill your common fate, 
And on your very names, and laft remains to wait. 
Thus let it be, fin'ce thus the gods ordain ; 
Since hecatombs of Romans muft be flain, 
Aflift the facrilice with every hand, 472 

And give them ail the (laughter they demand. 
O ! were the gods contented with my fall, 
If Cato'*8 life could anfwer for you all, 
Like the devoted Decius would I go. 
To force from either fide the mortal blow. 
And for my country's fake, wifh to be thought her fow 
To me, ye Romans, all your rage confine, 
To me, ye nations from the barbarous Rhine, 
Let all the wounds this war (hall make be mine. 
Open my vital (h^ams, and let them run, 
Oh, let the purple facrifice atone 
For all the ills offending Rome has done. 
If flavery be all the faftion's end, 
If chains the prize for which the fools contend, 
H 
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To me convert the war, let me be (lain ; 
Me, only me, who fondly ftrive, in vain. 
Their ufelefs laws and freedom to maintain : 
So may the tyrant fafely mount his throne. 
And rule his (laves in^ peace, when I am gone. 
How-e^er, (ince free as yet*from.his command, • 490 
For Pompey and the commonwealth we ftand. 
Nor he, if' fortune fhouid attend his arms. 
Is proof againfl: ambition^e fatal charms ; 
But, urg'd with greatnefs, and define of fway. 
May dare to make the vanqoifh^d world his prey* 495 
Then, left the hopes of empire fwell his* pride. 
Let him remenaber I was on his fide ; 
Nor think he conquered for himfelf alone. 
To make the harveft of the war his own. 
Where half the toil wa» ours. Sofpoke the fagc 
His words the4iftening eager youth engage 
Too much to love of arms, and heat of civil rage, 
• -,Now *gan the fun to lift his dawning light. 
Before him fled the colder fiiades of night j 
When lo ! the founding doors are heard to turn, 505 
Chafte Martia comes from dead Hortenfius^ urn. 
Once to a better hufband^s happier bed. 
With bridal rites, a virgin was ihe led : 
When, every debt of love and duty paid, 
4.nd thrice a parent by Lncina made, ^10 

The teeming matron, at her lord*s command. 
To glad Hortenfius gave her plighted hand j 
With a fair ftock his barren houfe to grace. 
And mingle by the mother's fide the race. 

At 
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f length this hulband in bit aihct laid, 515 

And every rite of due itligion paid. 

Forth from hit imnittaient the mournful dame» 

With beaten brcafti, and locks diihevel'd, came j 

Thtfi ynA a paie.dqedled rueful look. 

Tint pleafing^ to her former lord (he l^ie t • 510 
■While natOR jct with vigour fed my veins. 

And itiade me equal to a mother's pajns. 

To dice obedient, I thy houTe foribok. 

And to my aims, another hu(band took s 

My powers at iength with genial labours worn, 525 

Weary to thee, and wafted, I return. 

At ieng^ a barren wedlock let me prove. 

Give me the name, without the joys of love ; 

No more to be abandoned, let roe come. 

That Gate's 'iv^i'mxy live upon my (omb. 539 

So fliall my truth to lateft times be read. 

And none (hall a(k if guiltily I fled. 

Or thy command eftrang'd roe from thy bed. 

Nor aik I now thy happinefs to fhare, 

Ffetk thy days of toil, thy nights of care : 535 

Give me, with thee, to meet my country's foe. 

Thy weary marches and thy camps to know 5 

Nor let pofterity with Ihame record, 

Cornelia followM, Martia left her lord. 

She laid : The hero's manly heart was mov'd, 540 
And the chafte matron's virtuous fuit approv'd» 
And though the tiines far differing thoughts demand. 
Though war di (Tents fi-ora Hymen's holy band 3 
In plain unfolemn wife his faith he plights, 
And calls the gods to view die lonely rites. 545 

Ha i^o 
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No garlands gay die chearful portal crownM, 

Nor woolly fillets wove the pofts around ; 

No genial bed, with rich embroidery graced. 

On ivory Aeps in lofty ftate was placM j 

No hymeneal torch preceding (hone, 55^ i 

No matron put the towery frontlet on, > 

Nor bade her feet the facred threfhold ihun. ^ 

No yellow veil was loofely thrown, to hide 

The rifing bluflies of the trembling bride; 

No glittering zone her flowing garments bound, 555 

Nor fparkling gems her neck encompafs^d roimd ; 

No filken fcarf, nor decent winding lawn. 

Was o*er her naked arms and flioulders drawn : 

But, as (he was, in funeral attire. 

With all the (adnefs forrow could in^^, 5^ 

With eyes deje£led, with a joylefs face. 

She met her hu(band% like a fon^s embrace. 

No Sabine mirth provokes the bridegroom*s ears. 

Nor fprightly wit the glad affembly chears. 

No friends, not ev*n their children grace the feaft, 565 

Brutus attends, their only nuptial gueft : 

He ftands a wilnefs of the filcnt rite. 

And fees the melancholy pair unite. 

^or he, the chief, his facred vifage chearM, 

Nor fmooth'd his matted locks, or horrid beard ; 570 

Nor deigns his heart one thought of joy to know, 

But met his Maitia with the fame ftem brow. 

(For when he faw the fatal faftions arm. 

The coming war, and Rome's impending harm j 

Regardlefs quite of every other care, 575 

Umfliorn he left his loofe negle6led hair $ 

4 Rude 
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Rude hung the hoary honours of his head, 

And a foul growth his mournful cheeks o'erfpread. 

No ftir\g8 of private hate his peace infeft. 

Nor partial favour grew upon his hreaft 5 580 

But, fafe from prejudice, he kept his mind 

Free, and at leifure to lament mankind.) 

Nor could his former love's returning fire, -j 

The warmth of one connubial wifli infpire, > 

But ftrongly he withftood .the juft defire. -3 

Thefe were the ftriftcr manners of the man, 

And this the ftubbom courfe in which they ran j 

The golden mean unchanging to purfue, 

Conftant to keep the purposed end in ?iew $ 

Religioufly to follow nature^s laws, 590 

And die with pleafurc in his country's caufe^ 

To think he was not for himfclf defign'd, 

But born to be of ufe to all mankind. 

To him 'twas fealting, hunger to reprefs ; 

And home-fpun garments were his coftly drefs : 595 

No marble pillars rear'd his roof on high, 

'Twas warm, and kept him from the winter fky : 

He fought no end of marriage, but increafe, 

Nor wifh'd a pleafure, but his country's peace : 

That took up all the tendereft parts of life, 6o* 

His country was his children an'.' his wife. 

From juftice' righteous lore he never fwcrvM, 

But rigidly his honelty prei'erv'd. 

On univerfal good his thoughts were bent. 

Nor knew what gain, or l'elf-afFe6tion meant; 605 

And while his benefits the public fhare, 

Cato was always laft in Cato's care. 

H 3 Mean- 
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Meantime, the trembling troops, by Pompey Icdi 
Hafty to Phrygian Capua were fled. 
Refolving here to fix die moving war, • <ro 

He calls his fcatterM legions from afer j 
Here he decrees the diring foe to wait. 
And prove at once the great event of fate ; 
Where Apennine's delightful fhades arife^ 
And lift Hefperia lofty to the fkies. 615 

JBetween the higher and inferior fea. 
The long-extended mountain takes his way j 
Pifa and Ancon bound his (loping fides, 
WalhM by the Tyrrhene and Dalmatic tides 5 
Rich in the treafure of his watery ftores, 

* A thoufand living fprings and ftreams he pours,. 
And fceJts the different feas by different fiiores; 
From his left falls Cruftumium's rapid flood,, 
And fwift Metaurus red with Punic blood 5. 
There gentle Sapis with Ifaurus joins, ^5 

And Sena there the Senones confines 5 
Rough Aufidus the meeting ocean braves. 
And laflies on the lazy Adria^ waves 5 
Hence vaft Eridanus with matchlefs force. 
Prince bf the ftreams, directs his regal courfe j 630 

^ Proud with the fpoils of fields and woods he flows. 

And drains Hefperia's rivers as he goes. 

His facred banks, in ancient tales renown'd, 

Firft by the fpreading poplar's ftiade were crown'd ; 

When the fun's fiery fteeds forfook their way, 635 

And downward drew to earth the burning day ; 

When every flood and ample lake was dry, 

The Po alone his channel could fupply. 

Hither 



LUCaVJTS PHARSALIA, Bocnc II, 103 

Hither rafh Phaeton was headlong driven, 

'And in theie waters quenched the flames of heaven . 640 

Nor wealthy Nile a fuller ftream contains. 

Though wide he fpreads o^er Egypt's flatter plains j 

Nor Ifter rolls a larger torrent down. 

Sought he the fea with waters all hisown ; 

-Bat meeting floods lo him their homage pay, 645 

And heave the -blended river on his way» 

Thefe from the left 5 while from the right, there come 

The Rntiiba and Tiber dear to Rome ; 

Thence fliJes Vultumus' fwifKlcfcending flood,/ 

And Samus hid beneath his mifty cloud ; 6^<i 

Thence Lyris, whom the Veftin fountains aid. 

Winds to the fea through clofe Marica's fhade ; 

Thence Siler through Saleraian pafhires falls,. 

And fhallow Macra creeps by Luna's walls. 

Bordering on Gaul the loftieft ridges rife, 655 

And the low Alps from cloudy heights defpife; 

Thence his- long back the fruitful mountain bows. 

Beneath the Umbrian and the Sabine plows j 

The race primaeval, natives all of old, 

His woody rocks within their circuit hold 5 660 

Far as Hefperia's utraoft limits pal's. 

The hilly father runs his mighty mafs j 

VfTiere Juno rears her high Lacinian faue, 

And Scylla'*s raging dogs moleft the main. 

Once, farther yet (-tis faid) his way he took,. 63 ^ 

Till through his fide the feas conlpirinc broken 

And ftill we fee on fair Sicilians faauls 

Where, part of Apennine, Pelcrus Ibr^fs. 

H 4 ' V,cx 
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But Cdefar for deflru^ltoii eager buni^ 
Free paffitgcs and blaocUeft w»y» lie fcoms ; ^^ 

In fierce conili^ng field* his arms deiigfat. 
He joys to be €>ppos*d> to promt hi8 mightt 
Kefiftlefs through the wkleniog breach to g<^ 
To burft the gate, to lay the bulwark low^ 
To bum the villaget, to wafte the j^aias, €75 

And maflacre the poor laborious fwains* 
Abhorring law, he choofes to offend. 
And blufhes to be thought his eDuntry*s friend. 
The Latian cities now,, with bufy care, 
As various they inciinM, foe arms prepare* €%• 

Though doom*d before the war*s firft rage to yield. 
Trenches they d^ and ruined walls rebuild 5 
Huge ftone and darts their lofty towers fupply. 
And guarded bulwarks menace from on high* 
To Pompey's part the proner people lean, 685 

Though Caefar's ftronger terrors ftand between. 
So when the blafts of founding Auftcr blow. 
The waves obedient to his empire flow j 
And though the ftormy god fierce Eurus frees. 
And fends him rufhing crofs the fwelling feas $ 69a 
Spite of his force, the billows yet retain 
Their former courfe, and that way roll the main $ 
The lighter clouds with Eurus driving fweep. 
While Aufter ftill commands the watery deep. 
Still fear too fure o'er vulgar minds prevails, 695 

And faith before luccefsful fortune fails. 
Etruria vainly trufts in Libo's aid, 
And Umbria by Thermus is betrayed i 

Sylla, 
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Syila^ unmindful of his father^t fame. 

Fled at the dreadful fimnd of Caefar's naine» 700 

Soon as the horfe near Auximon appear, 

Xetreating Vams owns hie abjed fear. 

And with a co¥wd*s hafte negle^ his rear j 

On flight alone intent, without delay. 

Through rocks and devious woods he wings his way. 705 

Th* Efculean fbrtrefs Lentulus forfakes, 

A fwift purfuit the fpeedy victor makes i 

All arts of threats and promifes applyM, 

He wins the faithlefs cohorts to his fide* 

Tlie leader with his enfigns fled alone, 710 

Xo Caeiar fell the foldier, and the town. 

Xhou, Scipio, too doft for retreat .prepare 5 

Thou leav'ftLuceria, truftcd to thy cares 

Though troops well try'd attend on thy command, 

(The Roman power can boaft no braver band) 715 

By wily arts of old from Csefar rent, 

Againft the hardy Parthian s were they fent 5 

But their firft chief the legion now obeys. 

And Pompey thus the Gallic lofs repays 5 

Aid to his foe too freely he affords, 720 

And lends his hoflile father Roman fwords. 

But in Corfinium bold Domitius lies, 
And from his walls th' advancing power defies ; 
Secure of heart, for all events prepared, 
He heads the troops once bloody Miio's guard. 725 
Soon as he fees the cloudy duft arife, 
And glittering arms refleft the funny fkies : 
Away, companions of my arms ! he cry'd. 
And hafte to guaixl the river's fedgy fide ; 

Brestk 
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Break do^yn the bridge. And thou that dwelPfl; below, 1 
'Thou watery god, let all thy fountains go, r 

And rufhing bid thy foamy torrent flow j -^ 

Swell to the utmoft brink thy rapid iiream, 733 

Bear down the planks, and every floating beam j 
Upon thy banks the lingring war delay. 
Here let the headlong chief be taught to flay ; 
'Tis viftory to flop the victor's way. 

He ceas'd ; and, fliooting fwiftly crofs the plain, • 
Drew down the foldier to the flood in x'ain. 
For Caefar early- from the^icighbouring Jeld, 740 

•The purpofe to obftruft his march beheld ; 
Kindling to wrath, oh bafefl fear ! (he oiies) 
To whom nor tovers, nor flieltering walls fuffice. 
Are thefe your coward ftratagems of war ? 
Hope you with brooks my conquering arras to bar ? 745 
Though Nile and Ifter fliould my way control. 
Though fwelling Ganges fliould to guard you roll, . 
What ftreams, what floods foe'er ithwart me fall>. 
Who paft the Rubicon fliall pafs them all. 
Hafle to the pafTage thenj my friends. He faid^ 750 
Swift as a fl:orm thenirable horfe obeyM ; 
Acrofs the flream their deadly darts they throw. 
And from their ftation drive the yielding foe : 
The vi5lors at thtir cafe the ford explore. 
And pafs the undefended river o'er, 755 

The vanquifh'd to Corfinium's ftrength rt-treat, 
Where warlike engines round the ramparts threats.. 
Clofe to the wall the creeping ^vinea lies, 
And mighty towers in dread approaches rife. 

But fee the ftain of war ! the £bldier's fliame \ 760 
And vile diflionour of the Latian name \ The 
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The faithlcfs- garrifon betray the town, 

And captive drag their valiant leader down. 

The noble Roman, fearlefs, though in bands, 

S^fore his haughty fellow- fubjeft ftands, 765 

With looks tn^, and with a daring brow. 

Death he provokes, and courts the fatal blow : 

But Caefar's arts his Jnmoft thoughts defcry. 

His fear of pardon, and defire to die. 

From me thy forfeit life (he faid) leceive,^ 770 

And, though repining, by my bounty live 5 

That all, by thy example taught, may know. 

How Caefar*s mercy treats a vaaquiihM foe ; 

Still arm againft me, keep thy hatred ftill. 

And if thou conquer'ft, ufe thy conqueft, kill. 775 

Returns of love, or favour, feek I none j 

Nor give thy life to bargain for my own. 

So faying, on the inftant he commands 

To loofe the galling fetters from his hands. 

Oh fortune ! better were it, he had dy'd, * 7 Jo 

And fpar'd the Roman fliame, and Caefar's pride. 

What greater grief can on a Roman feize. 

Than to be forc'd to live on terms like tliefe ! 

To be forgiven, fighting for the laws. 

And need a pardon in his country's eaufe! 7S5 

Struggling with rage, undaunted he repreft 

The fwelling paflions in his labouring breaft j 

Thus murmuring to himfelf : Wilt thou to Rome, 

Bafe as thou art, and feek thy lazy home ? 

To war, to battle, to deftruftion fly, 790 

And hafte> as it becomes thee well, to die ;• 

Provoke 
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Travoke the worft efe£lt of deadly ftri£e» 
And rid thee of this Caefar*! gifr, this life. 

Meanwhile^ unknowing of the captiv*d chief, 
Pompey prepares to march to his relief. 795 

He means the fcattering forces to unite. 
And with increafe of ftrength expeft the fight. 
Refolving with the following fun to move, 
Firft he decrees the foldter's heart to prove s* 
Then into words like thefe, rever'd, he broke, Soo 
The iilent legions liftening while he fpoke: 

Ye brave avengers of your country's wrong. 
You who to Rome and liberty belong i 
Whofe breafts our fathers virtue truly warms, 
Whofe hands the fenate^s iacred order arms j 805 

With chearful ardor meet the'comiag fight. 
And pray the gods to fmile upon the eight. 
Behold the mournful view Hefperia yields. 
Her flaming villages and wafted fields 1 
See whefe the Gauls a dreadful deluge flow, 8x0 

And fcorn the boundaries of Alpine fnow. 
Already Caefar's fword is ftain'd in blood. 
Be that, ye gods, to us an omen good ; 
That glory ftill be his peculiar care. 
Let him begin, while we fuftain the war. 8x5 

Yet call it not a war to which we go j 
We ieek a malefactor, not a foe 5 
Rome's awful injured majefty demands 
The piinifhraent of traitors at our hands. 
If this be war, then war was wag'd of old, 820 

By curft Cethegus, Catiline the bold. 
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By every villain^s hand who durft confpure 

In murder, robbery, or midnight fire. 

Oh wretched rage I thee, Caefar, fate deiign*d» 

To rank a mongft the patrons of mankind { S15 

With brave Camillut to enrol thy fame. 

And mix thee with the great Metelli's name 1 

While to the Cinna*8 thy fierce foul inclines^ 

And with the flaughter-loving Marii joins. 

Since then thy crimes, like theirs, for juftice call, 830 

Beneath oar axe^s vengeance ihalt thou fill : 

Thee rebel Carbo's fentence, thee the fate 

Of Lepidus and bold Sertorius wait. 

Believe me yet, (if yet I am believ'd) 

My heart is at the talk unpleafing grievM : 835 

I mourn to think that Pompey*8 hand was chofe. 

His Julia's hoftile father to oppofe. 

And mark thee down amongft the Roman foes. 

Oh that, retum'd in fafety from the eaft. 

This province vi6lor Craflus had pofleft; 84« 

New honours to his name thou might'ft aflfbrd. 

And die like Spartacus beneath his fword : 

Like him have fall'n a vi£^im to the laws. 

The fame th* avenger, and the fame the caufe. 

But fince the gods do otherwife decree, 845 

And give thee, as my lateft palm, to me j 

Again my veins confefs the fervent juice. 

Nor has my hand forgot the javelin's ufe. 

And thou fhalt learn, that tiiofe who humbly know 

To peace and juft authority to bow, 850 

Can, when their country*s caufe demands their care, 

Rcfume their ardor, and return to war. 
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But let him think my former vigour fled 5 

Diftnift not, you, your general^s hoary head ; 

The marks of age and long declining years. 

Which I your 'leader, iii« whole army wears : 

Age ftill is fit to counfel> or command) 

But falteif in an unperforming hand. 

Whatever fuperior power a people free 

Could to their fellow-citizen decree, 

AH lawful glories, have my fortunes known. 

And reached all heights of greatnefs but a crown 

Who to be more, than Pompey was, defires, 

To kingly rule, and tyranny Afpires. 

Amidft my ranks, a venerable band. 

The Confcript^JPathers and the Confuls ftand. 

And fliall the fenate and the vanquifli'd Hate 

' Upon vi6lorious Caefar's triumph wait ? 
Forbid it, gods, in honour of mankind ! 
Fortune is not fo (hamclefs, nor £0 blind* 
What fame atchievM, what unexampled praife. 
To thefe high h(^es the daring hero raife ? 
Is it his age of war, .for trophies calls 
His two whole years fpent on the rebel Gauls ? 
Is it the hoftile Rhine forfook with hafle ? 

'I« it the flioaly channel which he paft. 
That Ocean huge he talks of? doesvhstboaft. 
His flight on Britain's new-difcoverM coaft ? 
Perhaps abandon^! Rome new pride fupplies. 
He views the naked town with joyful eyes. 
While from his rage an armed people flies. 
But know, vain man, no Roman fled from thee ; 
They left their wallS) *tis true 3 but 'twsis to follovs 
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Me, who ere twice the moon her orb renewM, 
The pirates formidable fleet fubdued : 885 

Soon as the Tea my (hining enfigns bore, 
VanquifhM they fled, and fought the fafcr (horc; 
Humbly content their forfeit lives to fave. 
And take the narrow4ot my bounty gave. 
Sy-me the mighty Mithridates chac'd, 890 

Through all the windings of his Pontut pafs'd. 
' He who the fate^ Rome delayed fo long, 
, While in f^pence uncertain empire hung ; 
He who to Sylla's fortune fcorn'd to yieW, 
To'my prcTaiHng arms refigo'd the. field : 895 

Driven out at length, and prefs^d wbere-e*er he fled. 
He fought a grave to hide his vanquifh*d head. 
0*er the wide world my various ttophies rife. 
Beneath the vaft extent of difbtnt ikies ; 
Me the cold Bear, the northern climates know, 900 
And Phafis' waters through my conquefls flow j 
My deeds in ^gypt and Syene live. 
Where high meridian iuns-no fhadow give. 
Hefperian Baetis my commands obeys, 
Who rolls remote to feek the wefter-n fcas. 905 

By me the captive Arabs hands were bound. 
And Colchians for their ravifli'd fleece renownM ; 
O^er Afia wide my conquering enfigns fpread, 
Armenia me, and lofty Taurus dread 5 
To me fubmit Cilicia^s warlike powers, 916 

And proud Sophene veils her wealthy towers : 
The Jews I tamM, who with religion bow 
To feme myflerious name, which none beiide themknow. 

Is 
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1$ tHere a land, to Aim up all at laft, \ J 

Through which my aims withconqueft hs^ not paAf 

• The world, by me, the wolfv is over€omc> >' ^ 

And Caefar finds no enemy but Ktlne. 
He faid. T!%e croud in dull fufpenilon hung* | 

- Nor with applaudin^Vtclamatioi^rung ; ^ 
Vo che^ulAirdour wave9 the lifted hiflid, ^a* 9 

Kqi^ military cries the £ght demand. 
The chief pAceivM the fold^f's iimto fail, ^ 

And Caefar'^ fame foren^^ing to prtlltil |tfk ^ 

His eagles J|e withdraws w^ timely iMrt, * 

hot trufts Komc'SjJf^s to fuch uncfl|||ain »ar. ^af 
A^gwhen, with fury uung and jealofl rage> 
Two mi^lty bulls for foverei^ty#engagi|p • 
The vanquih'a &r 4#baniil»ient r^a^res^ 

^ T lonely Mds and unfrequented groves i * j\ * ^ 

There, JForawRle, with confciou»#ialie he bum ^ 93* 
>\§|l.triea<m every tree ^ ^grf Ikmbs : ^ ^ 

'But^hen his former w«)ur Hands, cmifeft, '4^ 
And larger mnfcles fhaR his ama^e breaft, 
Withjbetter chance heJfeeks the nght again, 
And drives his rival bellowing o^er the plain ; 9 J|^ 
Then uncontrolM the fubjefl hud he le#B, 
And reigns the mailer of tUc frukful mdkls* 
Unequal thuljfb Caefar, Pomf^yllielii ^ 
The fair dommion of Hefperia*s fUcK <V 
Swiftithrough Apulia march his flying powers, 940 
And feek the fafety of Bnindaiiiuj^ towers. * 
This city a D'lStvui peopMl hold,^ « )||^ 

Here placed by tall Atheniaa harks of oldi 

SVhea 




Wfth falfe om^ns froui the Cret^ ihdiey 
. .e ItaJx^ Harrow len^fc extendi, ^ 

A crooked mok aiMind the waves &e ^>V|d% 
' And in her^Jds t^ Acfrl^ l^wls. Vl||p«. 049 , 
^Nor Ygt the ^£nding%ore^QuiyfQnii > JaTi ^ '*> * 

Dj#ifiot a battJ^Pifle the wln^fi delay, j || > 

^^^nd break the fe^^ tempeftuoti b m thcff way. 41 J ' 

Hii^e mounds ofrftcks aifefJ^M b/^atd^thaad, 
KTd guar<^pmim the hofpitSle firand 5 ^ 
vTo turn the ftodh, ncpuliffthc^ ruihln^yi^ 955 M 

And bid ||||anc|[^rjt]g bark Teci^l^ riie. 

B|0ce ^Imus wide tht; ^nld main dilphys^ H 

JHJ!^i^flMb varlcAi^ ports hit^^tsMwJf^ 

^lytfaa Ep!<%mnus* ftrand, JP 960 * 

I^ur wken all me B.<Jriade roars, 

^dlP^i^^erjn^Mllows verrlve doubkikorcss ii*^ 
^ When fSRe claudfi ^ound tti^j^lkin ijxvady ^ 

gft£S frowning llornr^nvolvc Ceraunia.*! head | 

ipien white with froth Calab^n Safon lie^ ^ 965 
tth er the te H] Thc ; li - h e .; : t: n v e: jTt; J flies- 
. ^ ' N(^ PqM »i r» j>n lftp«p«Jj| utmoft coaft, 
P . SiSty {juftril^^ htblnd was loft|g. 
I ^lii^to ^Ptn^pfflAc^tDToe his way } V 
I rlH% intcrpflpff ilils hit pafTage ftay, 970 

thus he faid t 
diftant land. 
And bid the natMiM rouie at my command 3 
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Whei'^faiTrd Ei|phrates flows, or wherCTthe IfHe M^- 
MTith mucWy wavA improves thttfattenlfcr^o^ •* j^ "1 

II "\Yhere-e'er dil^is'A by viftoA an#fM[id|l^^^ ^ "^1 
']^hy fathei^s ai#s l^e borSthe.Rc^anlinie.J' ^^ Aj 
Bid the CilicyK quit flle ihcuje agmn, '1 

^ Ai^ (Ireteltne rw€l]j|ff cM^s oivjtlie Ni^i 98^' 4'^ 

' BkT Ptoleniy^ithjB^LigMnes dibie, x * . ^ '»l 

And b^y FTOrnaces lend nff aid to Hfeme. ^ hI 1 

THHough each Armenia fpread the Jgud alarms *' 'iA^ ' 

And bid the%ld lRphe«|AdRntainTg-m.^^ "^ ^ 

-^ Pontus ani^ Scytiiia's wapiring triberexplpby 9S 5 j|p^ ^ 

iL The EuxinAi^J&Iaeotis' i^ ihone ; ^ iPV l! 

Where heavy-lo^dU^ains flow iouJ|pysifc|kj&» j ? 

Aifl pnnt witfrg Wining whJfe the frozen oiE|U ^^ "^ 

But whet||ore^uldjny words dllay thf^A^e ? -^ ^! 

Scatter m]ftvar^otffd thrc%h all %id|!||. 990 4: 

^ Summon the Anquiflifl world to fcaMy fatei^ 4} 
And let my triumphs on-m^enfI»s^ait. Ijk. i 

Bd^ou ^of^names tlik^m^ smM^s bc^^ % iK 
^ Y^ wlfb diftffigui(lrtij||rvolj|ng ^^ ^^ A» "^ ' ^ 
Ye confuls ! to Epirus Kraignt i^piir#> w A^^^ 1 

With iftie ^Fft northern)|vinds that ^«ing the air j ^^ | 
From^ thence the 'powers of %reec(^tonitedraifc, '^ 
While yet jiic wintcry j^p^arthwar ipl4- 

So fpoke t^e^chicfj his bid^AalL>bey i "^^ "^fli 

Their fliips 41^^^ the port w|6i% ^^ 4P "C > ^'* 
And ipeed their paflage o'er the yffdinolray. 3 ^ 

BuTCaefar, never pitient long in place, ^ 
Nor tnifting in his fortune's prefittifs^g^ ' ^ ^ m. I 

Clofely purfues his flying fcn beh^d, •^^ * w ' 
While yet his fate continued to be kind. 1005 

.? • *Such 
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^M^^wns, fucb fbrtreflcs, Aich ho^jilf force, 

, . S^pt inJk^ ^i-ent tfPone mpid courfe^ 

bach tjfsau^Jlo^f raccdlkartendin^ftUi> 

^ And Rome Rerfdf aVaindon^d to4iEB wiUi 

Romey the contend!^ P^'itfll nobleft pn^, i9i» 

To every wiil ftit Cafar's mighf^fficc. 

J|rBu|*^'yith "^hpige fir'd a||| vaft dtitti, a 

If Tc^Iy and nothing lefs than b}1> afpif|s ; 

fiillft reckons not the.paft, wiple an g|| remained 

Great to b^j^nei or mtgli^^db be gainM. ^ 2015 

|lp*hough TtRy aha^ bis wide comniandy, ^ 

^TThough Pompeffinger on the farthclH|frafld» f 

He griietef<#o thill they tread one Aifypn land ; j 

Hifc hcwTiiiiiains to^brdbk a rival power, . 

. I^ on tlfe utmoft margin of tlm. IhaJj^ $ ^ i02« 

Nor would wieave, or earth, q| ocean free 5 

The foe 1^ drllnl/rqpi lands, he bars from Tea. 

MjjthmJfes the oDcning flood he would reftjiin, 

f ^^ouR l^k theAort, and mtcroi|>t thli^mzin } 

' Bv|d^ devouring ^d^s toil deride, ^ 

Tnji plunging quarries fink beoeath the tide, > 

1|^nd yielding fanrfs the ro^^y fragments hide. J 

Thus, if huge Gaurus^headUng fhould be thrown, 

Iiiil^thomlers Aijjrnus*^ecp to drown ; 

Or if f ro*n f ai r Sic i j&S|r di '^ant ftn n d, 1 3 • 

Eipc uprooted by £pne fri^nt hand, ^'^ 

If, pondffous*yith his rocks, the mountain vad, 

Amidft the wide ^gean fhould be caii ; 

* TJhe rolling wrfves ^r either mafs would flow, 

A-nd each be loft within the depths below. 1035 

I 2 \Vka« 

1>. 



... ^ . ^' ^' 

Whei^o firm lltfisibr his work he founds '% ") 

But ftill it faird if ocean's faitliirs gr^d,^ ^ i 
Hoge trees amrbKs in maffj^ chTO%jiCT^ftind«^ J 
For planks an^eaiA^e ravagA the ^npoc^ ^ 
And the townPboom ei;ten4fcacr^ the flood. 1040 
SiM^ was dirroad by ha\lj|ity Xerxes inade, 
men^'er tt^ H^l^pont l^l^bridge he 1|^. ■ jL^ 
Vaft wisS the ft^» and dari^ the defign, *^^^ 
^ Europe and Au^s^ftant fhores to join, V^ 

. And make the woA's d^KIM parts combjy. 3 

Proudly h9^fs*(i.'the flooa tunxultuoiu o'er, ^ 

Feanefs of wsritib th^ beat, and win^Pthat roar ; ^ 
Then fpread ^'^j^i/k^ ^^ ^'^^ ^^ ^^ obey, ' 
And through ima Athos find his flee|^ wavi^l^ ^^ ^ 
Uike him l»ld Gjfar yok'dlSie fwelling^, v.i^ 
Like him the boiHoi^elemcSits def||CT|f 
This floating bank the nraitening n^Mlp bou^d, ^ 
Ant rifing|furrets tremblM on the mound, ft ^ ^ 

But anxious ca||M reylve iji Pompey*t breaft,, . if^ 

If llie new furrdnnding ihonl hj|Mthou^|ts mdlefl^ i^k , 
Siittet he meditates the m^ns, to free^ /^ "^ 

^ And fpread the w^r wide-paging o'eJi* the iesk [|| 

Oft driving on the work v^Ol well-nlrd fails. 
The <:ordage ftretching with th^ fre(Whing gales. 
Ships with a thundering (hock ^ mole^'divide, 1000 
And throughlifce watery beach fecAly glide. ♦ ' ' 

Huge engines oft J>y night their vengean||p poitf> 
And dreadful flioot from far a^fifiry fhower j ^ 
Through the black ftiade the dartinzflamc defcends. 
And kindling o'er the wooden walRxtend^ 1 06541 
4- At i 

4 



I Tft^c%DJFW«>nSt€dforhisfl^tAV 
. HM|Mfh^n|Re|drprricnt the iaiuui*%roar, 
i ftil^it dRneniog cUmoutAn thei^Are j 



m 
o 



I. No troiqp^tt nfl|iy thi waAikr 'Sours renii^ ^ '^1^ 
l?7lloKibiia$D|^gna]s call ^|>sird the^r^t^ ^ >• 

nl^Mald hg^ccMfe hajprnn 



n 



nd Libra waited on file rifing fun ; •^ 
when hnfliM in filence dee|^. they l4fe the land : *> 
No loud^nmth^d voices /all Wh hoarfc c^Mjpand^ > 
hTo heave the flojjky «n^id)-s fromthe' ^d« ^ 3 

Lowly^the caref^pafter^s order^a^ ▼ 




l^e yai^ and rear the lol^ Ibft; 
he failfliMl^ cables haulj. 



I dU^hilSjUft^fd^tune britA'STa prayer^ 



1 



lAxTa p] 
rierij^'to takdMKi to her kinder care ; 



^hitS|||^fd 
It'^to takdMmi 1 



&t iinrtly he might pafs the liquid deep> *** 
Snd lofe tl^ Ian j^whichih^j^rbdl to l&ep. 
'^PPUPne booa his ni^ard fate allowMy J0S5 

^JfA^jllingly^ the naurmuring ftR were pffiwM j 
*|^*he foamy ltrro\vtToar'<H)8ieath his prow. 
And founding Jcvthe fhpre alarm'd t^e foe. 
Sti^ht through The town their fwift *purfl|it they fpeJ, " 
•(^ wide her gate^^lhe faithlefs city^fprcn^) 1090 

A^ng the wiiuling^ port they took their way, 
' But grie#d to find the flyt had gain'd thdi^. 
Caciar with rage the l«fening fails defcrieii^ 
id thinks the con^geft mean, though Pompey flies .1094 

I 3 jl lliU# 
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tit ^ K O W B ' S P: O E M 5. ^ 

A nafcow pais the'^rncd molp. divides, -y"" 

Narrow H^t^ wliere Euripus* ftrong tides "^ > 

- Beat OB Euboead Chii^pis' rocky iides u ^ -^ f^ 
Here^two ta^ty^iips become thtf ?i6Vor'«J>rey t^ 

*Iufi; in the ftrait thejplfcck j the focslbelay*; 

^ T^e d^oo^id grappliiig's fteely hold they cad, tio«^ 
Then drag them.tt^he hoftile fhore with hsi8f» f 
Here civil fljrajjhter firft the fei#profanes. 
And purple N<;reiw blufh'd in guilty flains. 
Thc'feft p^fue thttr coiyrfe before the wind, 
Tlttfe of ffle rear-mo^nly left behind. '^^S^. 

So when the Pagafsdpi Argo bore ^. 
The Grecian hemes, to the ColchidMbiore } 
£arth her Cyaneatf iflandrjoating 4Mi^ ^ ^ 
The bold idventurets paffage t<^|^event j ^# 
But the tam'd baft^^a j^agmentonly loft,^^' . x'iz^ 
^ While fwiHrly O'er the dangerouai|t>Uf (he croft s 4p 
laundering the mountains met, and fhook tbe main^ T 
But move no more, iince that attempt was v&i* 
Now through night^s (hade the early dawning brc4f « - 
And changinj^ ikies tliUptoi^ing^ fun befpoke i j x L5 
As yet the mom was draft in ^^fky «hil|i> 
Npr purpled o'er the eaft with ruddy light j 
* At length the Pleiads fading beams gave way. 
And dull Bootes kngui/h'd into day i 
£ach larger ftar Withdrew hi» fainting head, xizii^ 

And Lucifer from ftronger Phoebus ned ; * , 

When Pompey, from Hefpe^i^fe hoftile ftiore 
Efcaping, for the azure Offin bore. 
O Ujro, happy once, once ftilM (he Great I ^ 

hat turas prevail in thy uncectaiu fate i ixi^ 

How 



ll^^l 



*i ' 



^ % LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book II.u iia 

HOW art thou changM (ncf fovereipl of the main, 
Thy faiW^tofcr'dlD'erthe liquid plain (|^ 
V^i^the tec^rates fled befi^ th£ prow, 
.^hK-elW waM couldlffaf t, or winds c^id blo^ 1 
^ Bbt fortuiR is ^Awn ,weary of fh^ nlw. 
I Widkthee, thy Tons, and tender wife, piwpye' - "f 
ThSt6Sil$£ war and haniihnient t^ bear 5 ^ 

i^d holy houfhold-godi tliy ibrrows (ha^ J 

k And y^i mighty exHe flmlt thou go, 
' While Htions follow tok-pactake thy woe. '^'35 

I JFar lies the land in which thou^rt decreed,' - 
M Unjuftly, by a jjUlain's hand tdl^red. { 
7^ Nor think the ^Pll# deaA> fo diftant doom,. 
J Ttm^ thy ^to^f an urn in Roi^ | * 
I Jflat fcytnne falSurably removM the crime,^ 1 140. 

Afc^rc'd the guilt on Egypt's curM cJim^p 
\ WKC pnying powers^ldTtaly w^ goo% ^ 
^^And ia^ her from the ftain of Pomj^y's bltyd. 
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.I4 LUCAN'S 



♦... t • 

*LUCArN'S pfi'k^lSALfA- - 

.'4^ Tfte^Thiidi jBmk l^egm» with the rtlatien S^ PompjvV' 

^^ dream in his voyage from Italy. Caeiar^^howct 

'^ driven him from thence^ aft% fending Curio to pror. 

vide corn in Sicily, retnri^ t^, Rome 1 there difi** 

daicilig the fmgle oppofition oJF L. MetelUjb then* % 

triolbe of the people, he bteaks open the Temple 

of Sa^rn, and feiz qfco n the public treafure. Tlftii> \ ^ 

\^m the fcveral different 



f611aw& ai^ accounAt the feveral^fferept nations^ 
that t^k 7>art withJ^ompliy^^. E ry Rome Csfar m 
panes into CJp-ul^ \flere the MSmians, who were 
nclinable to ^c«ipey, fend an ei^ujl^ to propofe # 



1: 

a neui 



itij]4pf; this C«far reOlfes, affi befieges tW^ -4 
town.|M6\it moBting^ith mere difficulf^ks tikniie * '^ 
eicpe£l%^ie^eavesVc. , Tli|opius his lieu||[iai|t^ 1. 

Wore ifffiilm, and n!iarch6S^himfe]f intcu Spain,4^ v .^ 

■ ^ - • - -^ iriil of - #. ^ 



appoinllrg atl^^ fame time D. Brutus, Ajtoi' 

a navy which he had built and fitted out wvK f^eat. - ^| 

expedition.. The Mstflilians likewise fdnd out their ' ]j 
£eet, but are engaged jk}d bei^n at lea by Brutus.*n 

TH§ Cffer G H tiie mid oce^no'^W ntty fails, ^ 

Their yielding caj|vas ftretch'd Ijy folfytorn gale$A( r, 

]|fach to the vaft Ionian t\irns his eye^ " ^ :• .^ 

Where feas and ikies flie jyofp^ wide Supply s ^ J ,| 

But Pompey backwa||i ever beSfhiS Ifjky ,0 5 - \!\ 
Nor to the Jaft liis native^foal^lTorfooki. ^ ' ^t T 

His w^ry eyes the leficning obje6ls Jboum, * j,^ 

And parting fljores that never flialllreturn j ir ^-j 

> » ■ * •', 

I : Still " 

• '.* ^ ^ ^ . ^ 



If Till Ac tSffulls aitj'Veii (1 in cUxviif bll|kL V 

Ai [vu .;!:;- I lie weary chktLiiji junk to-nft^ h^ 
I An4 creeping flhmbers ^ooth\l.b|||.alkiofit breaftt * 
Wken, t£>^ in that ihoti moment of RpuO^ " 
• H j* J II i lat* s (hade A dvt^d f ti 1 v ifion loft | r^ ^ 

[Through gaping earth h*fr ghMy hep4 the ritr!*d| 
Jind hg the light of Livl^ iamei appdur'd. ' 
Thy impious arms' (flie cry'd) ray peacb vaMy ^ 
Jtkd ddir£ me from the Tn:inri«|» of ^ bkibt ' 
No more Elj^nm^e l^^ppj' fielJi I know, W % ' %o 



No more blsriiijo fi li^ppj^ tieldl 1 1 
Dragg'd to the%^ty fitygianjprfi 
I Aiw the Fij^s horrid hand^ pic^ 
|w rage* ne^ flaine| to kindle tip thy tii^«. 
h^te no longer tr^s hi$ Ittgle boat, * 
^tfl&vies on the jopefs rmr float. "^ "Ij^ 15- 

Capic^s hell complains for want 0$ rdOn^ 
And i&ks new plagues for mpltitudes to come. 
[J^ nlokhldhsujds each fatal iifter plies, 
V' nriie fijMp fcarcely t# th(|talk fuffice. * 

4^ Wheii^ptt'^ral (uhidL what laurels crownii thy head V 
r thcmJ^aft changxPthy fortune with thy wi. ^ 
.^«^^^Li|n{^|fl^ iecond choRe was made, ^ 

4 ^jliughtert|}A, like Cnifiua» art betray M. * 

Obtii is the |yi)4Q>heliifc 1^ afibrds, 
^ Rj(inftill w^i^iipoh Vrpoten^Ofdst 35 

While^ifet my ^es glo^MpSie to(^ my place, 
*AjiA came a harlot t^ thy loofe embrace. ^ 
iBot ktl U 4l Ft ncr ^ thy warfare go, 
'C«t her by land iMt^a^thy Imkhiiv know} 



1M R WE'S P O RM S. • * ^ 

In- all thy broken Aefps I will be near, ^ '^ 

In sril thy dreams facb Julia (hall appear. " ^ 

Your loves (hall find no^ moment for diriigbty « 

The day (hall all be Cxfar's, mhie the night. 4^ 

Not the dull dkam, where long oblivions roU* 

Shall blotuhee out, ray hufband, from roy vKil. 45^ 

The lowers beneath my conftancy zppnvc, ^ #^ 

And bid me follow wherefoe^er you rove. 

Araidft the joining battles will I ihmd> * 

And ftill remincf thee of thy plightedf hand. 

Nor think, thofe facred ties no more remain f 



I 



The fworAof war divides the knot in vyn^ 
That ver^irar (Ml ni^ thee mine agAn. 

The phantom 4|pke, and, gli4ing from.ljhe pllk, g^ 

Deluded her ^(loniih'd logjl's embrace. 
But he, though gods forewarn him of his fati, ^ 55 
And furies 'vtyth 4efti'u6lionUhreaWning wait, ^ ^ 
With newj^^folves his condant bofom Vkrms, ^ 
And fure of ruin ru(hes on tQ^rms. ^ 

What mean thefe terrors of tS night ? ^e'P'ies 5 
WJ(r dan^e thefe vilions vain before oiJreyes ?^ 6* 
Or endleis apathy rdfeceeds to death, »•* ^^ * 

And feiip is loft with our expiff ng breath j^ ^ 

<5J, if the foul fome fu#e life (hall k«ow, ^ ^ ^ / 
'jt betterVorlds immortal (hjjl (hi 0% ' *» '" 

Whatever ev&it th/doubt§il quefti(||^c^8^ 4|( 

PeatlynuA be Hill unworthy ^our fean. . * * 

Now headlong to the v^ tife fun was fled^ . 
And h^ in feas obfcurM his be^y head ; ^ • 

Such feems the moon, while, growing yf/Cidm ihittes,4 
Or waining from her fuller orb dftines ;' 7^' " 

^ When. 
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<r- Bpt ,^b. 

^ -XU^AN'S PHARSALIA, Book III, itj 
'^lljnien hofpi^^Ie fhores appear at hand, 

>. Where fair fl^rrachium fprcads her friendly ftrand, 

' 2^ teamen frfff the canvas, ftrike the maft, 
'iWi dip then* nimble oars, and landward hafle. 
Thusj^hile they fled, and lefiening ^ degrees 75 

g. The. nav^ecm'd to hide beneath the feas j * 

^ Caeib*, though left the mafter of the field. 
With e)|^unpleas'd the foes efcape beheld : 
With fierce impatience viftory he fcoms, 

^ i^nd, riewing Pompeys flight, his fatety mounis. &• 
To vanquim feems unworthy of his care, 

9 vfTnlefs the bl(^ decides the lingering war. ' 

.' Mo ^^unds his headlong vaft ambition knows. 
Nor fKys in ought, (tough fortune all beftows. 
At^gth his thoughts from arms and vengeance ceafe, 
Aoit'. f^r awhile revolve the arts of peace $ 
Careful to pu||jhafe popular applaufe. 
And gain the lazy vulgar to his caufe, 
He knew the conftant j^^ice of the great. 
That thofe who court the vulgar bid them eat. ^ 

^ Whei%inch'd with want, all reve^nce they withdraw j 
For hungry multitudes obey no law : 
' Thus ti^efore factions make their parties good^ 

^ And buy au^ority and power with food. 

The murmurs of the many to prevent, ^^ 

; Curio to fruitful Sicily is fent. 

Of old the fwclling ftas impetuous tide ■' 
Tore the fair ifland from Hefperia's fide : 
^11 fo^my wars th» jealous waves maintain, 
, For fear fee neighbouring lands fhould join again. io« 

Sardinia- 



.1^ ^ 



1^4 R Q W E'S J^ E M g. * ♦' IJb ^ 

Sardinia too, reuownM for yellow ficKb,^ ^j» ^f^jji' i 

WiW SicUy her boimt^ol^g tribute yields j* ^fK 

Ko lands a glebe of richer tillage boaRflk ^ 

Nor wjaft 3iore plenty to'th^ Roman cOaflk : ^. ^ 

ypt Libya raak abounds, in wealthy min,/^. 105 . 
Nor with l^fuUer h^eft ffiwads the ^ini^' A^ 

Thouftnorthern winds their cloudy trtflAjMflfcelr, 'j ^Sr 
To temper well the foil and fultrf air, ^^* " > *^^^ I 
And fattening rains increafe tl^e pfofperousJRr. % . "^ ' 
This dope, tTRome his way the leadei' took s> ZI9 ^ ' 
His train thj^ougher (hews of waj^orfo^ f ^ • ' 

No force,^o fears th^ir hands unarmed«bear, t )L . «4k' 
But looks of peft and gentlenefs they w^r, '^ '1 

Oh ! had he now Itis cou nty 's hjknd returned, M . 4|^ •> 

Had none ^ t barbaro us fflVnis conqueA &^urn'd 3 > 1 5 
What fwarming crouds had iffued at the gate, m 
On the glad triumph's lengthening traS^td wait! "* 
How might his wai's in various ^or^s^iney 
The ocean vianquij|^M, and ijAonds the I^(n^ ((^ 

Jgow would his^ofty chariotSll alojjgi » r*# j^ • 

Throngh^ud app%ifes of tht^oyful SrongV ^\. 

How' might h|»viewnFrom high his captiye thiSlls, 
'JDie beatiteous !Utons, and the^noble Gaul|k ^ ^ 

ftt, ohil *what ratal hoSours has he woe ! ■" .^ i 

jjow is his fame Iw viftory uadone \ W 125 ^ J 

No cheerful citizens the vi^or jnteej:, # , 

But Mh]|||witli awful dread hit pailage greet. 
Ifc too the horrors of the croud app^ov'd, " ' 

JoyM irf their fears, and wifti'd wt to be lov^d* ' ^ 

Njow fleepy Anxur pad, and tne moid w^, «i 30^1^' 
"Which o'er the faithlei^ Pomtme marlhes lay ,* M | 

^ Through 
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. LUgAIffS PHARSALIA, Book III. 125 

Jl^hUDUgh Scythi4iDllivs Avici nian [';rove, 
Jjpstfar approacfc*d the fane of Alban Jove. 
■ Thither with yearly riteai(|rhe coniuls come, 
Aa(^ thence the chief lurveyM his native Rome: 135 
Wondering awhile he view'd her from af»r, 
I«ong front^lif ^feft withheld by diftant war... 
i^pied the«fro«|thec, Thou Seat cf Gods ! (he cry'd) 
HEBre^e|^M|[Artune o^the fight was try'd P "^ 
% Ifj^ou aitj^kft, what prize can earth afford, 14.3 

kWorth the cBntention of the wairior's fword ? 
^ v^ell fSt thy iafety now the gods provide, 
i' 'Since nFthian inroads fpare thy naked /id^L 
^ Sfftce ye%no Scythiatis aad Pannoniant^ join,' 
^Nor wft-like l3^k with the Getes combine] 145 

No foreign armies ar^Rgaiid^thee led, 
. Whfle thou tJl^curft with fuch a coward healk 
A genfler fate thfc heavenly powers bcftow, 
A Civil War, and Caefar for thy foe. 
^ He faid j^nd flraight the frighted city fought 
TThe city wi3l <^fuiion lif^d was fraught, 
i|\jid labourii%%ook wjth every dreadfbl though 
They think he comes to ravage, fadi, and burn 5 
Religion, gods, and temples to o'ertum. 
Their fears fuggeft him willing to pullie 155 

j ♦ Whatever ills unbounded power can do. 
Their hearts by one low pafTion only move, 
Nor dare (hew hate, nor tan diflemble love. 
Th* lurking fathers^ a difhearten'd band, 159 

Drawn from their houfes forth, by proud command. 
In ^alatiXe Apollo's Teim)^ meet. 
And fadly \iew the conrffc empty feftt j 



J 



^e rods, no chairs punilC) aoorallhlpacey f^ m^" 

Uov purple magiftrates th* a/Tembly grace. ^)hL 

>Cxfar is all things in hin^^tRlcme, 1S5 

The Jj lent court is but % }ooker>on 5 ^ 

With humble.votes obedient «iey 
To what their mighty Ail^eifl 



nt«ieya^, 
e&. (haR ^Hfj^^ . 
rhe will be |Rr\ 



Whether fs King, or God^he will be pL-'cW ^ 

If roys^thrones^ or altars, flialUe rt^r^Sg^^ tj% 4i^ 
l^dy for death, or baniilur^, they ftan^ * 4. ^ ' 
And w^t their doom from hiTdifpofing hfld 4 ^ ^ .' 
But he, byjecret Shame^s ra>r9aches ftaifi, ^ ' . . 
JBlufhM t^fcmmand, what Rome woi|]d hav^ebey*(d« L 
Yet Libei^"^ thu> /lighted ao«l betrayM, ^ '< 175 

One laft effort with indignation madej^'' % ^^ 

One man ^ chole to trymf u^jj^al'iight, ^^ 

And proflrthe power of juitice againft Wif^* I ^ 

While with rude uproar armed hands t^flay ^ 
To make old Saturn's treailtSng fane their prey i t4» 
T^e%old Metellus, cajrelefs of his ^te, ^ ^ 

.Ru(h'd through, and ftood ]||guard th^Iiily Gate. ^ 
So daring is thftlbrdid love ^^oldl^S|| ^. * 

So fearleft d^h aan) dangersfin behdll I 
Without a bffS?^i|^fencelefs fell theTaui^ { i^S^ 

Wliile^alth, ba&ft, moft iagidfious calife, ^ 
Againfropprefling tyranny makes ||adj 
Finds hands to fight, and eloquence to |Uead. i^ 
The builling txibune, fbiiggling in the cj^pud. 
Thus warns the vi£^m- of the wxio|^ aloud i 199 ■ 

Through me, thou robber r. force thy horrid way. 
My facred blood fhall ilain tl^ iaipious prey«li ^• 

5 . •f But 
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'^Bdtthere are godl^ t« urge thy guilty fate i 
j^ure vengeance on thy facxilege JHiall wait. 

Remember, by the tribuiirs curfe purfued, 195 

Craflusy too late, the violation rued. 
. 'Pierce then my breaft, iJ^ (hall the crime difpleafc. 

This octyd i^J|l to i'pe6laclet like thelb. 
j|l In a forfaj^edBty are we left, 

;#Of Viigikflth her n^bleft Tons bereft. * 209 

% y^hy feek'ft thou our^Is there not foreign gold > 
vns to M ^ick'dy anfpeopic to be fold ? 




205 
, . /d: 
lv^|(hopA< 
No bloJbc''|>f ; Aiine my conquering fword (haH itain. 
Thy tiles and thy popular command. 
Can never make thee worfl^ Cxfar^s hand. 2i# 

,^rt thou thv country's fole defender ! thou ! 

Can Libert *aujl Rome bir fall'n fo low I 
"^or time, norft^nce brllQ fuch confufions yet, 
Nor are the mean £^ raisM, nor funk the £reat ; 
,-But laws themfelves would rather choofe to be 215 
SupprefsM by Crfar, than prcfervM tf thee. 
He^d, The A^bbom tribune kept his place, 
^ WhilWngtr ||dden'd on the warrior's face ; 
% His wrathful hand defcending grafp'd his blade. 

And half forgot the peaceful par^ he playM. 220 

When Cotta, to prevent the kindling fire. 
Thus footh'd the raih Metellus to retire. 

'^ Wh&re 
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Where kings prevail^ all Libeity it loft. 
And none but he wno reigns can freedom boaft ^ 
:^ome fhadow of thel)|ir9 thou ihalt retain, 2^5 

Choofing to do what fovereign powers . ordain t 
Vanquifh'd and long accuftovd to fubmit, ^ 

With patience underneath otjr loads wik; %• 
Our chains alone our flavi& fears excuf^^ 
While We bear ill, wc know not to rcfufei 4 . *3® 
Par hence the fatal treafures ^ him bear. 
The feofis of mifchief, and m caufe of war. 
Tree ftates might well a lo^ 
In fervftud^lione mifs the i 



i^ike this deplore | ^^ 
piblic fLoce^ ' ■* > 
3 fbr^ubjefls to be poqiv ]j 
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And 'tis tife curfe of kings fer^ubjefls to be 

The tribune with unwilling^ fteps withdrew. 
While impious hl^ds tbe^nideJpuIt renew : 
The braztn gates with thunder^ ftrokee rejfiAd^u 
.And the Tarpeian mountain rings around. 
At kngth the facred ftore-lAfe, open laid, %^ 

Th flioardcd wealth of a^s paft difi)lay'd j 
There might be feen the Aiiitt pnmd Carthage fcnt. 
Her long-impfending ruin to *event* 



t 
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There hefip'd the Macedonian treafjttfl 

What great Fiaminius and -ffinajHus won . ^ 

From vanquiiPd^f^hilip, and his htf^fs fon. 

There lay, wha^ flying Pyrrhus ld|j|| the gold ^a 

ScornM by the patriot's honefty of old :|^ W" 

Whate'er our parfimonioils fires could fave. 

What tributary gifts Irjph Syria gave; 150 

The hundred Cretan cities ample fpoil $ . 

Wliat Cato gathered ^m the Cyprian ille. 

Riches 
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Riclies of captive kings by Pompe/boni, T' 

^ hi^appier days his triumph to 'adorn, "^ 

i From utmoft India aiid the rifing'raom i O 

Wealth infinite, in"one nipacious day. 
Became the necdj faldiers latvlefr prey : 
And wr^clia[||ilonie, by'rbbbery laid low. 
Was poorer than the* bankrupt Caefar now. 
I Meanwhile the world, brPompey's fate alarmed, 'i6% 
Nations ordainMto fhareVs fall had armM. 
6r%^e firft with troops the neighbouring war fupplyM, 
And fent the youth of PhoA to his fide s 
^{oiti Cyrrha ani Amphifa's" towers they mov'd. 
And Mpi PamafTus by the Mufe belov'd ; 265 



Cephiuus* facred fioodjfliftance lends,* 
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And Ditte^s fpring hisHTheban leaders fends. 

AlphaeuS' ^o affords bis Pifa^s aid : 

By.Pifa's walls the ftream ifcfirfi: convey 'd. 

Then feeks through feas the lorvM Sicilian maid 

From Mae'nalus Arcadian ihepherds fwarm, 

And warriors in Herculeai^Trachyn arm ; 

The Dtyopes CDpftnia^s hills forfook, 

And Sells left DodCftia^s filent oak. 

Though "Athens n^ had drainM her navJl ftore, ±f$ 

And the Phoebean axj^nal was poor, 

Three 4^s of Salamis to Pompey came, f 

To vindieatc thfir ifle's contefted name, > 

Ajid juOify the antient Attic claim% 3 

Jove^s Cretan people haftening to\he war, %%9 

The Gnoflian quiver and thtf ftiaft prepare 5 

The bending bow. they draw with deadly art, 

Aftd -rival ev'n the flying Parthian*^ dart* 

K With 
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With Atharaans vtho in the woods delist. 

With Dardan Oriconians unite | %9% 

With thefe th' Encheliae who the name partake. 

Since Theban Cadmus firH b^me a fnake s 

The Colchians planted on Illyrian ihoi:es9 

Where ruihing down Abfyrtos foamy roa<« ; 

With thofe where Peneus runs, and hardy fwains^ 299 

Whofe ploughs divide lolcps^ fruitful plains. 

From thence, ere yet the feantfui^s art was taught. 

Rude Argo through the deep a paflagc fought : 

She firft explored the diftanft foreign land. 

And fliew'd her ftrangers to the wondering (brand : 295 

Then nations nations knew, in leagues were jojfi^d. 

And univerfal commerce mi^'d mankind. 

By her made bold, the daring iMe defy*d 

The winds tempeftuous, and the fwelling tide : 

Much fhe enlargM deftruflion's an^le power, 300 

And ppen'd ways to death unknown before. 

Then Pholoe's heights, that fabled Centaurs boaft. 

And Thracian Hasmus then his warriors loft. 

Then Strymon was forfook, whofe wuitery flood 

Commits to warmer Nile his feathei^ brood $ 305 

Then bands ftom Cone and from Peuce came. 

Where Ifter lofes his divided ftream ; 

From Idalis where cold Cai'cus flows, ^ 

And where Arifhe, thin, her fandy furface ftrows 5 

From Pytane, and fad Celenx's walls, ' 340 

Where now in ftrearas the vauquifh'd Marfyas falls : 

.Still his lamenting progeny deplore 

Minerva's tuneful gift, and Phoebus' power 3 

WhUe 
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While through fteep banks his torrent fmh he leads. 

And with Maeander winds among the meads. 315 

Proud Lydia^s plains fend forth her wealthy foot, 

Pa£lolus (here, and golden Hermus runs * 

From earth*s dark womb bid treafures they convey. 

And rich in yellow waters rife to day. 

From Ilium too ilUomen^d enfigns morei %f 

Again ordainM their fonner fate to prove $ 

Their arms they rangM on Pompey's hapleft fide. 

Nor fought a chief to Dardan kings allyM : 

Though talcs ef Troy proud Cxfar^s lineage grace. 

With great JCneas and the Julian race. 311 

The Syrians fwift Orontes" banks forfake. 

And from Idume's palms their. journey take; 

Damafcus obvious to the driving wind, 

With Ninos' and with Gaza*s> force* is joined. 

Unftable Tyre now knit to firmer ground, 3]« 

With Sidonfor her purple ihellfr renown'dy 

Safe in the Cynofure, their glittering guide. 

With weIUdire£led navies fiem the tide. 

Phoenicians iirft, if ancient fame be true, 

The facred myftery of letters knew j ^ 5 

-They firft, by (bund in various lines deiign*d, 

Expreft the meaning of the thinking mind ; 

The power of words by figures rude qonveyM, 

And ufefui fcience everlafting made. 

Then Memphis, ere the reedy leaf was known, 340 

Engrav'd her precepts and her arts in ftone; 

While animals in various order placed. 

The learned hieroglyphic column grac'd. 

K a . Then 
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Tbcfr left they lofty Taurus' fpreading grove, 
j^nd Taribsy built by Perfeusy bom of Jove; 343 
,Then MaliiaDy and Corycian towers they leave, 
^ Where mouldering rocks diiiclofe a gaping cave. 
The. bold' Cilicians, pirates now no more. 
Unfurl a jufter fail, and ply the oar s 
Xo Egx^s port they gather all around, 350 

The fhores with ihouting mariners refound. 
Far in the eaft war fpreads the. loud alarm. 
Where worihipers of diftant. Ganges arm j 
Right to the breaking daty: his waters, run, 
Tiie only ftream that braves the riiing fun. 355 

By this ftrong.Kood, and by the ocean bound. 
Proud Alexander's arms a limit. found; 
Vain in his hopes the youth had grafp'd at all. 
And his vaft thought took^in the vanquiihM ball ; 
But own'd, wnen forc'd from Ganges to retreat, 3^60 
The world tqo mighty, and the taik too great. 
Then on the banks of Indus nations rofe, 
Where unperceiv'd the mix^d Hydafpes flows.: 
In numbers vaft they coaft the rapid flood, 
Stralige in their habit, manners, and their food. 3I5 
With faffron dyes their dangling locks they ftain, ■% 
With glittering gems their. flowing robes conftrain, > 
And quaff. rich juices from. the lufcioue. cane. 3 

On their own funerals and death they fmile, , 
And living leap amidft the burning pile ; 370 

Heroic minds ! that can ev^n Fate command. 
And bid it wait upon a mortal hand ; 
Who full of life.forfake it as a feaft. 
Take what they like, and giv£ the gods the reft. 

Defcending 
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Befcending then fierce Cappadocian fwains, 375 

From rude Amanus* mountains fought the plains. 
Armenians from Niphates^ rolling ftream. 
And from their lofty woods Coafhians came. 
Then wondering Arabs from the fultfy Mnc 
For ever northward faw the flilule inelln^. 3S6 

Then did the madnefs of the Roman rag^ 
Carmanian and Oloftrian chiefs engage t 
Beneath far diftant fouthem heavens diey lie. 
Where half the fctting Bear forfakes the (ky. 
And fwift our flow Bootes fcems to fly. 
Thefe Furies to the fun-bum'd ^thiops (pread^ 
And reach the- great Euphrates* rifing head. 
One fpring the- Tigris and Euphrates know. 
And join'd awhile the kindred rivers flow ; 
Scarce could we judge between the doubtful claim, 
If Tigris, or Euphrates, give the name: 
But foon Euphrates* parting waves divide. 
Covering like fruitful Nile the country wide 5 
While Tigris, finking from the fight of day. 
Through fubterranean channels cuts his way 5 395 
Then from a fecond fountain fprings again. 
Shoots fwiftly on, and rufhing feeks the main. 
The Parthian powers, to neither chief a friend. 
The doubtful iflue in fufpence attend ; 
♦W4th neutral eafe they view the ftrife from far, 400 
And only lend occafion to the war. 
Not fo the Scythians where cold Baftros flows, 
Or where Hircania's wilder foreft grows, 
Tiieir baneful ftiafts they dip, and firing their deadly 
bows. 
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Th* Henlochi of Spartans. valiant breed. 

Skilful to prefs, and rein the fiery fteed. 

Sarmatians with the fiercer Mofchi join^d^ 

And Colchians rich where Phafis? waters wind, 

To Pompcy'f fide their aid aflemblmg bring, 410 

With Halys, fatal to the Lydian king i 

With Tanais falling from Riphaean fnows. 

Who forms the. world's divifion, as be goes : 

With nobleft names his rifing banks ar^ crownM,, 

TMs ftands for, Europe's, that for Aiia's bound; 

While, as they wind, his. waves with full command^, 

Diminiih, or enlarge th* adjacent land. 

Then armM the nations on Cimmerian fhores. 

Where through the Bofphorus Majotis roars. 

And her full lake amidft the Euxine pours. 

This ftr?iit, like that of Hercules, fupplies 420 

The midland feas, and bids th' ^flSgean rife* 

Sithonians fierce, and Arimaipians bold, 

Who bind their plaited hair in fhining gold. 

The Gelon nimble, and Areian ftrong, 

March with the hardy Maflagete along : 42 5 

The Maflagete, who at his falvage feaft 

Feeds on the generous fteed which once he preft. 

Not Cyrus when h^ fpread his eaftern reign. 
And hid with multitudes the Lydian plain 5 
Not haughty Xerxes, when, his power to bouft, 43© 
By (hafts he counted all his mighty hoft ; 
Not he who drew the Grecian chiefs along. 
Bent to revenge his injur'd brother's wrong ; 
Or with Aich navies plow'd the foamy main,. 
Or led fo many kings, amongft their warlike train. 

a Sure 
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Sore in one canie fnch numbers never yet» 
Vuioiu in coonfinett fpcccb^ and manncn» met$ 
But fortune gather^df o*er the ^aciout l>aU> 
Ti^eft ipQilfr te gncc her once-lov'd £iT0urite*8 fill. 
Mor then the Libfan Moor withheld hia aid* 44a 

Where iacved Ammon lif ta bis homed head 1 
All Afiicy finom the weftem ocean's- bonndf 
To eaftem Nile, the cauie of Pompey own'd« 
Mankind aflembled €sa Pharialia** day. 
To make the world at once the yiftor's piey* 445 

No#, trrmbling Rome foribok, with fwifteft hafte> 
Cseiar the cloudy Alpine hilts had paft. 
9ut iR^iile the nations, with fubje^on tame. 
Yield to the terrors of his mighty name ; 
With ^th uncommon ta the changing Giteks> 4jo 
What duty bids, MailUia bravely feeks : 
And, true to oaths, their liberty and laws. 
To ftronger Fate prefer the jufter caufe. 
But firft to move bis haughty foul they try, 
Intreaties and'perfuaiion ibft apply ;- 455 

Their brows Minerva's peaceful branches wear. 
And thus in gentldft terms- they greet his ear. 

When foi-eign wars moleft the Roman ffate. 
With ready arms our glad Madllians wait. 
To fhare your dangers,, and partake your fate. 
This our unfhaken friendihip vouches well^ 
And ybur recording annals beft can tell. 
Ev'n now we yield our ftill devoted hands. 
On foreign foes to wreak your dread commands: 
Would you to worlds unknown your triumphs fpread? 
Behold! we follow whcrefoe'er you lead, 

KL 4i. But 
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But if you rouze at difcord^s baleful call> 

If Romans fatally on Romans .fall ; 

AH wc can offer, is, a pitying tear. 

And -conftant refuge for the wretched hfcro. 47a 

Satred to 413 you are s oh, may naibin 

Of Luclan blood our innocence profane ! 

Should heaven ftfelf^bc rent with civit rage, 

Should giants once more with the gods engage | 

Officious piety would hardly dare^ 475 . 

To proffer Jove affiftance in the wan 

Man unconcerned' and humbk ih&uld remain. 

Nor feek to know whofe'arms the conqueft gain, 

Jove's thunder will 'convince them of his reign. 

Nor can your horrid difeord^ want our fwords^ 480 

The wickied world its multitudes affords 4, 

Too many nations at the call will come. 

And gladly join to urge the fate of RomCi 

Oh, had the reft like us their, aid deny'd, 

Yourfelves rauft then the guilty ftrife decide ; 485 , 

Then, who but fhould withhold his lifted hand. 

When f6r his foe he faw his father (land ? 

Brothers their rage had mutually repreJft, 

Nor driven their javelins on a brother's b'reaft, 

Vour war had ended foon 5 had you not chofe 49« 

Hands for the work, which Nature meant for foes : 

Who, ftrangers to your blood, in arms delight, 

And rufh reraorfelefs to the cruel fight. 

Briefly,, the fum of all that we requcft 

Is, to receive thee, as our honoured gueft j 495 

Let thofe thy dreadful enfigns fhine afar. 

Lex Caefar coirie, but come without the^ war. 

Let, 
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Xet tliis -one place from impious lage be fiee ; 

That, if the god$ the peace of: Rome decree. 

If. your relenting angers yield to treat, . 5Q0 

Fompey and tbov^ in fafc^, here may meet. 

Their,. wherefore jdofLthpu quit thy pnrpos*d way ? 

Why, thus, Iberia'Spnebkcwarsxlelay^ 

Mean, and of little coniequence, we are^ 

A conqueft (much :Uiiwocthy of thy care. . 505 . 

When Phocis* towers were laid in a(bes low^ . 

Hither wo fled^ibr refuge from the foe {• 

Here, for out plain integrity renown*d^ 

A little town in narrow walls we bound : 

No name in arms nor viAories we boaft,^ 51a 

But live^ppor exiles on a foreign coaft. . 

If thou art bent on violence at laft, . 

To burft our gates, andiay our bulwarks waft^, 

Know we are .equally refolvM, whate''er. 

The yi£lor*s fucy can^inflifl, to bear. 5x5 

Shall death deftroy> ihall ilames the towiho-ertum ? 

Why^-let our people bleed, ourbuildings bum. 

Wilt thou>f<Mrbid th6. living ftream to flow> 

We ^11 dig, and fearch the watery (lores below. 

Hunger and thirfk with patience wiU we meet, 510. 

And,, what offended nature naufeates, eat. . 

Like brave Saguntum daring to be free. 

Whatever they Aiffer'd, we:''ll expcairom fliee. 

Babes, ravifh'd from the fainting mother's^ breaft^ 

Shall headlong in the burning pile be caft. . 52-5 . 

Matrons ihall bare their bofoms to their lords, 

And beg deftru6Hon from their pitying fwords.5 

Thfc 
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The brother's hand 4he brother's heart (hail wound, 
And univerfal flaughter rage around. 
If civil wars muft wafte this haplefs town, 530 

No hands (hall bring that ruin but our own. 

Thus faid the Grecian me0engers. When lo ! 
A gathering clo«d involv'd the, Roman's bpow; 
Much grieff much wrath, his troubled vifage fpoke; 
Theji into thefe difdainfiil words he broke : 535 

This trufting in our fpeedy march to Spain, 
Thefe hopes, this Grecian confidence .is vain j 
Whatever we purpofe, leifure will be found 
To lay Maffilia level with the ground : 
This bears, my valiant friends, a found of joy j 54^ 
Our ufelefs arro«, at length, fhall find employ ^ 
Winds lofe their force, that unrefiftcd fly. 
And flames, unfed by fuel, fink and die. 
Our courage thus would foften in repofe, 
,But fortune and rebellion yield us foe^. 545 

Yet mark ! what love their friendly fpeech expreft ! 
UnarmM and fingle, Caefar is their gueft. 
Thus, firft they dare to flop me on my way. 
Then feek with fawning treafon to betray. 
Anon, they pray that civil rage may ceafe. : 5 50 

But war fiialLfeourge them for thofe hopes of peace 5 
And make them know the prefent times aflbrd, 
At leatt while Csefar lives, no fafety like the fword- 

He faid 5 and to the city bent his way : 
The city, fcarlefs all, before him lay, 555 

With armed hands her battlements were crown'd. 
And lu% youth the bulwarks manned around, 

Nec^r 
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IjKcar to- the wallty a rifing mountain's head 
Flat with a little le?«l pUin is fpreaa ; 
Upon this height tb< swj chief deiigns 560 

Hit camp to ftrengthen with furrounding lines. 
lAitf aliket vid with a warlike mien, ^ 

Maffilia*s neighhooring citadel is ieen s > 

An humble lodley fills the fpace. between. 3 

Straight he decrees .the middle vale to Ally 565 

And run a mole athwart from hill to hilly 
Sot firft a lengthening work extends its way, ^ 

Where open to the land this city lay, L 

And from the. camp proJe^Ung joins theiea. 3 

I,j9w finks the ditch, .the turfy breaft-worka riie, 570 
And cut the captive town from all fopplies 1 
While, gazing frouiv their towers, . the Greeks bemoan 
The meads, the fields, and fountains once their own. 

Well have they thus acquired the nobleft name. 
And confecrated thefe their walls to fame. 577 

Fearlefs of Cacfai* and his arms they ftood. 
Nor drove before the headlong rufhing flood : 
And while he fwept whole nations in a day, 
^^UflUia bade th^ impatient victor ftay, 
And cloggM his rapid conqueft with delay. 
Fortune a mailer for the world prepared, 5SX 

And thefe th' approaching ilavery retard. 
Ye times to come record the warrior's praiie. 
Who lengthen'd-out expiring freedom's days. 
Kqw while vYith toil unweary'd rofetlie mound, 585 
The founding ax invades the groves around ; 
I^ight earth and (hrubs the middle banks fuppIyM, 
But firmer beams mufl fortify the fide^j 
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Left when the towers advance their ponderous heighV; 
The mouldering mafs fhould yield beneath the weight. 5 f9 ■ 
4 Not £u: away for ages paft had ftood 
An old inviolated facred wood '; 
Whofe gloomy boughs, thick interwDven,' made 
A chilly chearlefs everlafting (hade : 
There, nor the ruftic gods, nor fatyrs ^ort, 595^ 

Kor fauns and fylvans with the nymphs refort : 
But barbarous priefts fome dreadful power adore, 
And luftrate every tree with human gore, 
li myfteries in times of old receiv'd. 
And pious ancientry be yet believ'di 600 * 

There nor the featherM fongfter bnjlds her neft^ 
Nor lonely dens conceal the favage beaft : 
There no tempeftuous winds prelmnc to fly. 
Even lightnings glance aloof, and (hoot obliquely by* 
No wanton breezes tofs the danciflg leaves, 605 > 

But fliivering. horror in the branches heaves. 
Black fprings with pitchy ftreams di-vide the ground,' 
And bubbling tumble.with a fullen found. 
Old images of« forms misfliapen ftand, 
Knde and unknowing of the artift*^ hand 5 fi^ro^ 

With hoary filth begrira'd, each ghaftly head 
Strikes the aftonifli'd gazer's foul with dread. 
No gods, who long in common fliapes appearM, 
Were e'er with fuch religious awe rever-d<c 
But zealous crouds in ignorance adore, 615 

And ftill the lefs they know, they fear the more. 
Off (as Fame tells) the earth in founds of woe 
jU heard to gioan ffom.iioUow depths below j 

Th«^ 
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Th^ balefvl ytw, though dead, has oft been feen 
To ri& from taf^ and (pringwith dtiiky gnen $ 6%m 
With ^Murfcling flanet the trees unbufning flune. 
And round their bc^ prodigioua ietpenta twine. 
The pkmt worflkiyen approach not ncar» 
Ba^flnin their gods, and kneel with diiant fear : 
The prieft hJBdelf» when, or the day. or night, 6% 5 
Rolling have reached theU foil nKfidian height, 
Refrainft liia gloomy paths with wary feet» 
Dreading die Dmnon of the grove to n^ects 
TVlie, ternble to fight» atifaat fix'd hour. 
Still treads the round about hb dreary bowir. €10 
This wood near neighbouring to th* aiQOinpafs*d town 
Untonch'd byibrmcr wars lemainM alone | 
And iince die country .round it naked ftands^ 
From hence the Latian chief fupplies demands. 
But lo ! the bolder bands, thatihouid haveftruck, 6%g 
With feme umifual borror trembling- ihook: 
With filent dread and reverence they furvey^d 
The gloom 'ma)eftic of the iacred (hade.: 
None dares with impious fteel the bark to rend. 
Left on hirofelf the deftinM ftroke defcend. 6^ 

Caefar perceived the fpreading fear to grow. 
Then, eager, caught an ax, and aim'd.a blow. 
Deep funk within a violated oak 
The* wounding edge, and thus the wanior ipoke. 
Now, let no doubting band the taik decline j 645 

Cut you the wood, and let the guilt be mine* 
The trembling bands unwillingly obeyM $ -^ 

Two various ills were in the balance laid, v 

.And Cscfar's wrath againft the. gods j»a weighed. ^ 

WJlM 
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Then Jove's Dodoniaiv tree was forcM to bow ; 650 
The lofty afli and knotty holm lay low $ 
The floating alder by the current born. 
The cyprefs by the noble mourner worn. 
Veil their aerial fummits, and difplay 
Their dark recef&s to the golden day 5 655- 

Crouding they fail, each o'er the oliier lies, 
And heaped on high the leafy, piles arife. 
With giief, and fear, the groaning Gauls beheld 
Their holy grove by impious ibldicrs fell'd ; 
While the Maffilians, from th' encompafsM wall, 660 
RejoicM to fee the fylvan honours fall : 
They hope fuch power can never proijjerlong. 
Nor think the patient gods will bear the wrong. 
-But, ah ! too oft fuccefs to guilt is given. 
And wretches only ftand the mark of heaven, ^€5 
With timber largcly^-from the wood fupplyM, 
'For wains the legions fearch the country wide 5 
Then from the crooked plow unyoke the fteer. 
And leave the fwain to mourn the fruitlefs year. 669 
Meanwhile, impatient of the lingo^ng war, 'f 

The chieftain to Iberia bends afar, > 

And gives the leaguer to Trebonius* care. j 

With diligence the deftin'd taflc he plies ; 
Huge works of earth with ftrengthening beams arife : 
High tottering towers, by no fixM baiis boimd, 675 
Roll nodding on along the ftable mound. 
The Greeks with wonder on the movement look. 
And fancy earth's foundations deep are (hook ; 
Fierce winds they think the beldame's entrails tear. 
And anxious for their ^alk and city fear : 

The 
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Tke Roman from the lofty top looks down. 

And nint a winged war upon the town. 

Nor with left a6Hve rage the Grecians hnm^ 

But larger ruin on their foes return j 

Nor hands alone the miflile deaths fupply, ' 685 

From nenrous crofs-bows whiftling arrows fly ; 

The fteely corflet and the bone they break. 

Through multitudes their fatal joumfys take; 

Nor wait the lingering Parcae*s flow delay, 

£ut wound, and to new flaughter wing their way. 690 

Now by fome vmft machine a ponderous ftone. 

Pernicious, from the hoftile wall is thrown | 

At once, on many, fwift the fliock defcends, 

And the crufliM carcafes confounding blends. 694. 

So rolls fome falling rock by age long worn, -% 

JLoofe from its root by raging whirlwinds torn, > 

And thundering down the precipice is bom, J 

0*er crafhing woods the mafs is feen to ride. 

To grind its way, and plain the mountain's fide. 

Gall'd with the fhot from far, the legions Join, 700 

Their bucklers in the warlike fhell combine j 

Compa£( and clofe the brazen roof they bear. 

And in juft order to the town draw near : 

Safe they advance, while with unwearyM pain 

The wrathful engines wafte their ftores in vain ; 705 

High o'er their heads the deftin'd deaths are toft. 

And far behind in vacant earth are loft ; 

Nor fudden could they change their erring aim. 

Slow and unwieldy moves the cumbrous frame. 

This feen, the Greeks their brawny arms employ, 710 
And hurl a ftony tcmpeft from on high < 

The 
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The clattering ihower the ibunding fence aiTails ; 

But vain, as when the ilonny winter hails, 
^ Nor on the folid marble roof prevails : > 

Till tirM at length the warriors fall theirfliiclds j 715 

Ajid^ fpent with, toil, .the broken phalanx yields. 

Now other ^ratagems. the war fuppiies, 
. Beneath the Vinea clofe th* aiTailant lies. 

The ftrong jnachine, with planks and turf be^fpread* 

Moves to the wails its well-defended head.} 7x0 

Within t;he covert fafe.the miners lurk, 

And to the deep foundation^urge their work. 
. Now judly poised the. thundering ram. they fling, 

And drive him forceful with a lanching fpring } 

Haply to loofe fome yielding part at length, 72.5 

Anid fliake the firm cemented bulwark''s iireagth. 

But from the town the Grecian youth prepare 

Wiith hardy vigour to repel the war : 
- Crowding they gather on the rampart's height, 7 25 

. And with tough ftaves and fpears maintain the fight 5 

Darts, fragments of the rock, and flames they throw, 

And tear the.planky flicker fix*d below, j 

Around by all the warring tempeft beat. 

The baffled Romans fullenly retreat. 
Now byiuccefs the brave Maflllians firM, 735 

To^fame of higher enteiprize afpir'd 5 

Nor longer with their walls defence content. 

In daring Tallies they the foe prevent. 

Nor arm'd with fwords, nor pointed fpears they go^ 

Nor aim the fliaft, nor bend the deadly bow : y^m 

Pi^ce Mulciber fupplies the bold defign, 
.AM for their w^^pons lundling torches fliine. 

Silent 
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Silent they liHie through the gloomy ntght» 

And with broad (hieldt reftnin the beamy light t 

Sodden the blase at e?ery fide began, ^45 

And o*cr the Latian works refiftleft ran s 

Oatchingy and driving with the wind it grows. 

Fierce dirongh the (hade the burning deluge glows ; 

Nor earthy nor greener planks its force delay. 

Swift o*er the hiffing beams it rolls away : 750 

EmbiownM widi finoke the wavy flames afcend, 

ShiverM with heat the crackling quarries rend j 

Till with a roar at laft, the mighty mound. 

Towers, engines, all, come thundering to the ground ': 

Wide-ipread the difcontinHous ruins lie, 755 

And vail confufion fills the gazer^s eye. 

VanquifliM by land, the Romans feek the main. 

And prove the fortune of the watery plain : 

Their navy, rudely built, and rigged in hafte, 

Down through the rapid Rhone defcending paft. 760 

No golden gods proteft the fliining prow. 

Nor filken fireamers lightly dancing flow ; 

Bat rough in ftable floorings lies the wood. 

As in the native foreft once it flood. 

Rearing above the reft her towery head, 765 

Brutus* tall fhip the floating fquadron led* 

To fea foon wafted by the hafty tide. 

Right to the Stcechades their courfe they guide. 

Refolv^cl to urge their fate, with equal cares, 

Maflilia/or the naval war prepares ; 770 

Ail hands the city for the talk requires^ 

Ahd arms her ftriplings young, and hoary fires. 

L VcfTcls 
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Veffcls of every fort and fize (he fits. 

And (jpeedy to the briny deep commits 

The crazy hulk, that, worn with winds and tides, 

Safe in the do^k, and long neglefted, rides. 

She planks anew, and calks her leaky fides. 

Now rofe the morning, and the golden fun 
With beams refrafted on the ocean ihone 5 
Clear was the fky, the waves from murmur ceafe. 780 
And every ruder wind was hufh'd in peace j 
Smooth lay the glaffy furface of the main^ 
And offer'd to the war its ample plain ; 
When to the deftinM ftations all repair ; 
Here Caefar's powersi, the youth of Phocis there. 785 
Their brawny aims are bar'dj their oars they dip. 
Swift o'er .the water glides the nimble fhip ; 
Feels the ilrong blow the well-compa£led oak. 
And trembling fprings at each repeated (broke. 
Crooked in front the Latian navy ftood, 790 

And wound a bending crefcent o'er the flood. 
With four full banks of oars advancing high. 
On either win^ the larger veflels'ply. 
While in the centre fafe the leffer galliots lie. 
Bnitus the firft, with eminent command, 795 

In the tall admiral is feen to ftand ; 
Six rows of lengthening pines the billows fweep. 
And heave the burden o'er the groaning deep. 

Now prow to prow advance each hoftile fleets 
And want but one concurring ftroke to meet, 809 

When peals of fliouts and mingling clamours roar. 
And drown the brazen trump, and plunging oar. 
The bruihing pine the frothy furface plies. 
While on their banks the lufty rowers rife ; Each 
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&ch fafingi the ftroke back on his ample cheft, 8o| 
Then firm upon hit ieat he lighu repreft* 
With daihing beakt the iatmching Tefleit meet. 
And firvni the rnvtoal (hock alike retreat* 
Thkk doudf 4>f flying ihafb the welkin hide. 
Them Ml, and floating ftrow the otean wide. 8 10. 

At length the ftretching wings their order lekve. 
And in the line the mingiingfoe receive s 
Then mif^beieen, how, dafli'dfrom fide to fide, 
Befisre the flemming veflci drove the tide } 
Still aa each keel her foamjr furrow plows, S 1 5 

Now back, now forth, the furge obedient flows. 
Thus warring winds alternate rule maintain. 
And thiv and that way, roll the yielding main, 
Mafliiia*s navy, nimble, clean, and light. 
With beft advantage feek or (hun the fight | g%o 

With ready eafe all anfwer to command. 
Obey the helm, and £eel the pilots hand. i 

Not fo the Romans ; cumbrous hulks they lay, * ' 
And flow and heavy bung upon the fea j 
Yet ftrong, and for the cloftrr combat good, Si$ 

They yield firm footing on th^ unftable flood. 
Thus Brutus faw, and to the mailer cries, 
(The mafter in the lofty poop he fpies, 
Where ftreaming the Praetorian enfign flies,) 
Still wilt thou bear atnray, flill fliift thy place, 830 
And turn the battle to a wanton chace ? 
• Is this a time to play fo mean a part. 
To tack, to veer, and boafl thy ti4fling art f 
Bring to. The war fliall hand to hand be tiy'd; 
Oppofe thou to the foe our ample fide» 835 

L tr And 
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And let us meet like men. The Chieftain faid j 

The ready mailer the command obeyM, 

And fide-long to the foe the ihip was laid. 

Upon his wafte fierce fall the thundering Greeks, 

Fail in hLs timber ftick their brazen beaks ; 840 

Some lie by chains and grapplings ftrong compelPd, 

While others by the tangling oars are held 1 

The feas are hid beneath the clofmg war. 

Nor need they caft the javelin now from far 3 

With hardy ftrokes the combatants engage, 845 

And with keen faulchions deal their deadly rage : 

Man againft man, and board by board they lie. 

And on thofe decks their arms defended die. 

The rolling furge is ftain'd around with blood. 

And foamy purple fwells the rifing flood ; 85a 

The floating carcafes the fliips delay. 

Hang on each keel, and intercept her way 5 

Helplefs beneath the deep the dying fink. 

And gore, with briny ocean mingling, drink. 

Some, while amidft the tumbling waves they ftrive, 

And ftruggling with deftruftion float alive, 856 

Or by fome ponderous beam are beaten down. 

Or fink transfix'd by darts at random thrown. 

That fatal day no javelin flies in vain. 

Miffing their mark, they wound upon the main. 860 

It chancM, a warrior ftiip on Caefar's fide, 

By two Maflilian foes was warmly ply*d 5 

But with divided force flie meets th' attack. 

And bravely drives the bold aflailants back : 

When from the lofty poop, where fierce he fought, 865 

Tagus to feize the Grecian ancient fought. 

But 
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But double death bis daring band reprefs'dy 

One ipear transfixM bis back, and one bis breaft, 

And deadly met within his heaving cheft. 

J>oubtfui awhile the flood was iecn to (Uy» S70 

At length the fteely ihafts at once gave way } 

The fleeting life a twofold paiTage found. 

And ran divided from each ftreaming wound. 

Hither his fate unhappy Telon led. 

To naval arts from early childhood bred ; S75 

No hand the helm more ikilfully could guide. 

Or ftem the fury of the boifterous tide : 

He knew what winds fliould on the morrow blow. 

And how the fails for fafety to beftow ; 879 

Celeftial fignals well he could defcry, -j 

Could judge the radiant lights that fhine on high, > 

And read the coming tempeft of the fky. J 

Full on a Latian baik his beak he drives. 

The brazen beak the (hivering alder rives ; 

When from fome hoftile hand, a Roman dart, 885 

Deep piercing, trembled in his panting heart : 

Yet ttill his careful hand its tafk fupplies. 

And turns the guiding rudder as he dies. 

To fill his place bold Gyareus eiTay'd, 

But pafling from a neighbouring ftiip was ftayM : 890 

Swift through his loins a flying javelin ftruck, 

And nail'd him to the vefl'el he forfook. 

Fricndlike, and fide by fide, two brethren fought. 
Whom, at a birth, their fruitful mother brought ; 
So like the lines of each refembling face, 895 

The fame the featuies, and the fame the grace, 

L 3 That 
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That fondly erring oft their parents look. 

And each, for each, alternately miftook : 

But death, too foon, a dire diiHn6^ion makes. 

While one, untimely fnatch'd, the light forfakes. 9c© 

His brother's form the fad furvivor wears. 

And ftill renews his haplefs parents tears : 

Too fure they fee their fingle hope remain. 

And while they blefs the living, mourn the flain. 

He, the bold youth, as board and board they ftand, 90^5. 

Fix*d on a Roman fhip his daring hand ; 

Full on his arm a mighty blow -defcends. 

And the torn limb from off the (houlder rends 5 

The rigid nerves are cramp'd with (liffening cold, 

Convulfive grafp, arid ftill retain their hold. 910 

Nor funk his valour by the pain depreft. 

But nobler rage inflamM his mangled breaft : 

His left remaining hand the combat tries. 

And fiercely forth to catch the right he flies 5 

The fame hard deftiny the left demands, 915 

And now a naked helplefs trunk he ttands. 

Nor deigns he, though defencelefs to the foe. 

To feek the fafety of the hold below 5 

For every coming javelin's point prepared. 

He fteps between, and ftands his brother's guard j 92» 

Till fixM, and horrid with a wood of fpeai s, 

A thoufand deaths at others aimM he wears. 

Refolv'd at length his utmoft force to exert. 

His fpirits gathered to his fainting heart. 

And the laft vigour rouzM in every part ; 

Then nimble from the Grecian deck he rofe, 926 

And with a leap iprung fierce amidft his foes : 

And 
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And when hit faamit no more could wreak hit hatey 
Hii fwofd no more could miniAer to fate, 
P^g he pnft them with hit hoftile weight. 
0*cr-chaigM the ihip with carcaiet and blood,- 931 
Brunk faft at many a leak the briny fibod j 
Yielding at length the watert wide give way, 
And fc^d her in the bofom of the Tea } 
Then o*er her head returning rollt the tide* 935 

And covering wavet the (inking hatchet- hide. 

That fatal day wat (laaghter feen to reign. 
In wonders yariout^ on the liquid plain. 

On Lycidas a fteely grappling ftruck $ 
Struggling he drags with the tenacious hook» 940 

And deep had drowned beneath the greedy wave^ 
But that his fellows ftrove their mate to favc) 
Clung to his legs, they clafp him all they can. 
The grappling tugs, afunder flies the man; 
No iingle wound the gaping rupture feems, 945 

Where tickling crimfon wells in (lender itreams 5 
But from an opening horrible and wide, 
A thoufand veflels pour the burfting tide : 
At once the winding channers courfe was broke, 
Where wandering life her mazy journey took : 950 
At once the> currents all forgot their way. 
And loA their purple in the azure fea. 
Soon from- the lower parts the fpirits fled,. 
And motionlefs th* exhaufted limbs lay dead : 
Not fo the nobler regions, where the heart 955 

And heaving lungs their vital powers exert ; 
There lingering late, and long conflicting, life 
Roi^ againft fate, and ftill maintainM the flxifc : 

L 4 Drivea 
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Driven out at lengthy unwillingly and flow, 

She left her mortal houfe, and fought the fliades below. 

While, eager for the fight, ah hardy crejnr 96'! 

To one fple fide their force united drew. 
The bark, unapt th' unequal poife to bear, 
Turn*d o'er, and rear*d her lowcft keel in air : 
In vain his a£live arms the fwimmer tries, 965 

No aid the fwimmer*s ufelefs arts fupplies 5 
The covering vaft overwhelming fliuts them down. 
And helplefs in the hollow hold they drown. 

One flaughter terrible above the reft. 
The fatal horror of the fight expreft. 970 

As o*er the crouded furface of the flood 
A youthful fwimmer fwift his way purfued ; 
Two meeting fhips, by equal fury preft, 
With hoftile prows transfixed his ample breaft : 
Sufpended by the dreadful (hock he hung, 975 

The brazen beaks within his bofom rung 5 
Blood, bones, and entrails, maihing with the blow. 
From his pale lips a hideous mixture flow. 
At length the backing oars the fight reftrain. 
The lifeleis body drops amidft the main ; 9&0 

Soon enter at the breach the rufhing waves. 
And the fait ftream the mangled cartafe laves. 

Around the watery champain wide difpread. 
The living ihipwrecks float amidft the dead j 
With a6live arms the liquid deep they ply, 985 

And panting to their mates for fuccour cry : 
Now to feme focial vefTel prefs they near. 
Their fellows pale the crouding numbers fear ; 

With 
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With ruthlefs hearts their well-known friends withftand^ 
And with keen faulchions lop each grafptng hand ; 999 
The dyiQg fingers cling and clench the wood. 
The heavy trunk finks helplefs in the flood. 

Now fpentwas all the warriors fteely ftore» 
New darts they feek, and other arms explore^ 
This wields a flag-fhiff, that a ponderous oar. 
Wrath^s ready hands are never at a lofs ; 
The fragments of the fliatterM (hip they toft. 
The ufelefs rower from his feat is caft. 
Then fly the benches, and the broken maft. 
Some feizing, as it finks, the breathlefs corfe, zooo 
From the cold grafp the blood- ftain'd weapon force. 
Some from their own frefli bleeding bofums take. 
And at. the foe the dropping javelin ihake : 
The left-hand (bys the blood, and footbs the pain. 
The right fends back the reeking fpear again. 1005 

Now gods of various elements confpire 5 
To Nereus, Vulcan joins his hoftile fire 5 
With oils, and living fulphur, darts they frame, 
Prepsir'd to fprcad afai- the kindling flame 5 
Around the catching mifchiefs fwift fucceed, loi* 
The floating hulks their own deftruction feed ; 
The fmeary wax the brightening blaze fupplies, 
And wavy fires from pitchy planks arife : 
Amidft the flood the ruddy torrent ftrays. 
And fierce upon the fcattering (hipwi-ecks preys* 1015 
Here one with hafte a flaming veffel leaves : T 

Another, fpent and beaten by the waves, S 

As eager to the burning ruin cleaves. ^ 

Amidft 
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Amidft the various wsljs of death to kill, 
Whether by feas, by fires, or wounding fteel, 
The dreadfulle'ft is that, whofe prefent force we feel. 

Nor valour lefs her fatal rage maintains, 
Ia daring breaft» that fRrim the liquid plains : 
Some gather up the darts that floating lie, 
And to the combatants new deaths fupply. 1015 

Some ftruggling in the deep the war provoke. 
Rife o'er the furge, and aim a languid ftroke. 
Some with ftrong grafp the foe conflifting join. 
Mix limbs with limbs, and hoftiJe wreathings twine. 
Till plunging, preffing to the bottom down, 1030 
Vanquifh'd, and vanquishers, alike they drown. 

One, chief above the reft, is mark'd by Fame, 
For watery fight, and Phoceus was his name : 
The heaving breath of life he knew to keep, 
Wluie long he dwelt within the loweft deep 5 1035 
Full many a fathom down he had explorM, 
For treafures loft, old ocean's oozy hoard; 
Oft when the flooky anchor ftuck below. 
He funk, and bade the captive vefl*el go. 
A foe he feiz'd clofe cleaving to his hreaft, 1040 

And underneath the tumbling billows preft : 
But when the flcilful viftor would repair 
To upper feas, and fought the fr^er air ; 
Haplefs beneath the crouding keels he rofe. 
The crouding keels his wonted way oppofe ; 1045 

Back beaten, and aftonifti'd with the blow. 
He finks, to bide for ever now below. 

Some hang upon the oars with weighty force. 
To intercept the hoftile veflers courfe 5 

Some 
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^ to the laft the ctuTe they lore defend, 2050 

jlnd Taliant lives hf uieful deitht would end; 
Whir hvnfti oppoe^d die thundering beaks they bnve. 
And what they foaght for liTingy- dying Ave. 

As Tjrrrheiiy from a Roman poop on high. 
Ran o*er the rarious combat with hb hft ; 1055 

Sore aiming, from his Balearic thong. 
Bold Ligdamns a ponderous bnllet flnng} 
Throngh liquid air the ball ihrill whiftling flies. 
And cuts its way through haplefs Tyrrhen*s eyes^ 
Th* aftonifliM youth ftands ftruck with fudden night. 
While burftmg ibrt the bleeding orbs of fight. 
At firft he took the darknefs to be death. 
And thoDght himfelf amidft the (hades beneath j 
But foon recovering from the ftunning found. 
He liv'd, unhappily he liv'd, he found. 1065 

Vigour at length, and wonted force returns. 
And with new rage his valiant bofom bums : 
To me, my friends, (he cryM) your aid fupply. 
Nor ufeiefs let your fellow-^foldier die 5 
Give me, opposM again ft the foe to ftand, 1070 

While like fome engine you dire6l my hand. 
And thou, my poor femaining life, prepare 
To meet each hazard of the various war 5 
At leaft, my mangled carcafe Aiall pretend 
To interpofe, and fliield fome valiant friend : 1075 
Placed like a mark their darts I may fuftain. 
And, to preferve fome better man, be flain. 

Thus faid, unaiming he a javelin threw,. 
The javelin wing'd with fure deftru6lion flew j 

In 
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In Arguft the defcendixig fteel takes place, 1080 

Argus, a Greciap, of illuftrious race. 

Deep (inks the piercing point, where to the loins 

Above the navel high the belly joins t 

The daggering youth falls forward on his fate, 

And helps the goring weapon with his weight. 1085 

It chancM, to ruthlefs deftiny defignM, 
To the fame ihip his aged fire was join'd : 
While young, for high atchievements was he known. 
The firft in fair Maflilia for renown ; 
Now an example meerly, and a name, 
Willing to rouze the younger fort he came, 
And fire their fouls to emulate his fame. 
When from the prow, where diflant far he flood. 
He faw his fon lie weltering in his blood ; 
Soon to the poop, oft ftumbling in his hafte, 1095 

With faultering fleps the feeble father paft. 
No falling tears his wrinkled cheeks bedew, 
But ftiffening cold and motionlefs he grew : 
Deep night and deadly fliades of darknefs rife. 
And hide his much-lov'd Argus from his eyes, 1100 
As to the dizzy youth the fire appears. 
His dying, weak, unwieldy head he rears 5 
With lifted eyes he caft a mournful look. 
His pale lips mov'd, and fain he would have fpoke ; 
But unexprefs'd th' imperfeft accent hung, 1105 

Lofl in his falling jaws and murmuring tongue : 
Yet in his fpeechlefs vifage feems expreft, 
What, had he words, would be his laft requeft : 
That aged hand to feal his clofing eye. 
And in his father's fond embrace to die ; mo 

But 
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Bat- he, when gritf* with keeneft fenfe reviref. 
With natiuie*s ftrongeft pangs conflifting ftrives $ 
Let me not lofe this hour of death, he cries, 
^ Which my indulgent deftiny iiip|pfiess 
And th<m fbrgite, forgive me, oh my ion, 1x15 

If thy dear lips and iaft (mbnce I ihun. 
Warm ftom tiky wound the purple current flows. 
And vital breath yet heaving comes and goes t 
Yet my fad eyes behold thee yet alive, 
And' thou (halt, yet, thy w r e tch ed fire furvive. xxio 
He fiud, and fierce, by frapdc forrow preft, 
PlungM his iharp fword amidft his aged breaft t 
And though life*8 guihing ftreams the weapon ftain. 
Headlong he leaps amidft the greedy main | 
While this Iaft wifli ran ever in his mind, 1115 

To die, and leave his darling Ton behind ; 
Eager to part, his foul difdain'd to wait. 
And tnift uncertain to a (ingle fate. 

And now Maililia^s vanquilhM force gives way. 
And Caefar^s fortune claims the doubtful day. 11 30 
The Grecian fleet is all difpcrs'd around. 
Some in the bottom of the deep lie drowned ; 
Some, captives made, their haughty vi£kors bore. 
While fome, but thofe a few, fled timely to the ihore. 
But, oh 1 what verfe, what numbers, can exprefs 1135 
The mournful city, and her fore diftrefs I 
Upon the beach lamenting matrons ftand. 
And wailings echo o*er the lengthning ftrand : 
Their eyes are fix'd upon the waters wide. 
And watch the bodies driving with the tide. 114^ 

Here 
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Here a fond wife, with pious error, preft 
Some hoUile Roman to her throbbing breaft ; 
There to a mangled trunk two mothers run. 
Each grafps, and each would claim it for her fon ; 
l^achy what her boding heart perfuades^ believes, 1 145 
And for the laft fad office fondly ftrives. 

But Brutus, now vi&orious on the mam, 
To Caefar vindicates the watery plain j 
Firft to his brow he binds the naval crown, 
^Julbids ihe ipacious deep the mighty mailer own. 1 15^ 
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BOOK IV. 

THE ARGUMENT* 

Csefar having joined Fabim, whom be had lent before 
him to Spam, incamps upon a rifing ground near 
Ilerda, and not far trom the river SicoriR : there, 
the waters being fwoUen by great rains endanger 
his camp ; but the weather taming fair, and uie 
floods abating, Pompey's lieutenants, Afranius and 
Petreius, who lay over-againft him, decamp fud- 
' "denly. Cxfar follows, and incamps fo as to cut off 
their paifage, or any ufe of the river Iberus. As 
both armies lay now very near to each other, the 
foldiers on both fides knew, and faluted one ano- 
ther^ and forgetting the oppofite intereft and fac- 
tions they were engaged in, ran out from their 
feveral camps, and embraced one another with great 
tendernefs. Many of Caefar's foldiers were invited 
into the enemy's camp, and feafted by their friends 
and relations. But Petreius apprehending this fa- 
miliarity might be of ill coni&quence to his party, 
commanded them all (though againft the rules of 
liumanity and hofpitality) to be killed. After this, 
he attempts in vain to march back towards Ilerda ; 
but is prevented, and inclofed by Caefar ; to whom, 
both himfelf and Afranius, aiter their army had 
fuffered extremely for want of water and other ne- 
ceifaries, are compelled to furrender, without alking 
any other conditions than that they might not be 
compelled to take-on in his army : this Csfar, with 
great generofity, grants, and difmiffes them. In the 
mean while, C. Antonius, who commanded for 
Csfar near Salonse, on the coaft of Dalmatia, be- 
5 *nS 
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iiig flrat up by Otefiut, Pompey*s admiral, and 
.(l^kitutc pr onmBfOMp had attempted; hj help of 
tfidnft ^dUfifty &r'*fl(lttiiiff^ machines of a' new inven- 
tiolif to paTf ' ttunmgh Pbmpey*s fleet x two of them 
by adrantaffe^dir the- tide fotkftd means to efcape, 
bat the thirdy which, carried athoufand Opitergians 
commanded by VultdtfBy 'was intercepted by a boom 
, -laid iiiiiJi:;- tht: wiujr, T We when -they- found it 
impoJItbk to get off> at the pcrfuafion, and by the 
exa:mplc of their leader, ran upbh one another's 
fwoTd% and dictt. In Africa the poet introduces 
Curfo itiquinug: after the ftoiy of Hercules and 
Ant£usp wliich h recguntect to him by one of the 
natives, and afterwards relates the particulars of 

5 Is being drcumvented^ defeutfd,. And killed by 
uba. .... 

BUTCarlwrinl^fW^eldsafary . . 
£T*n to tfafi wb6i^ ocean fpreads the war | ' 
And though no^ hitU of ihmghter heap the plain. 
No purple deluge leaves a guilty ftain« 
Vaft is the prize, and great the vi£tpr*s gain^. 5 

For Pompey, with alternative command. 
The brave P^treiiu and Afranius ftand : 
The chiefs in friendihip^s joft conditions join. 
And, cordial to the common caufe, combine ; 
By turns they quit, by turns refume the fway, 10 

The camp to guard, or battle to array $ 
To thefe their aid the nimble Veftons yield, 
With thofe who till Afturia's hilly field ; 
l^or wanted then the Celtiberians bold. 
Who draw their long defcent from Celtic Gauls of old. 

Where riiing grounds the fruitful champain end, 
Aad unpcrcciv'd by foft degrees afcend $ 

An 
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An ancient race their city chofe to found, 

And with IIerda''s walls the fummit crowned. 

The Sicdrisy of no ignoble name, %o 

Faft by the mountain pours hid gentle ftream* 

A liable bridge runs crofs from fide to fide, ^ 

Whofe fpacious arch tranfmits the pafiing tide, S 

And jutting peers the wintery floods abide. ^ 

Two neighbounng hills their heads diftinguiih^d raiie j 

The firft great Pompey's en%ns high difplays ^ 

Proud Caefar's camp upon the next is feen ; 

The river interpofing glides between. 

Wide fpread beyond, an ample plain extends. 

Far as the piercing eye its profpe6b fends : 30 

Upon the fpacious level's utmoft bound. 

The Cinga rolls his rapid waves around. 

But foon in fiiU Iberus* channel loft. 

His blended waters feek Iberians coaft ; 

He yields to the fuperior torrent's fame, 35 

And with the country takes his nobler name. 

Now *gan the lamp of heaven the plains to gild. 
When moving legions hide th* embattled field | 
When front to front oppos'd injuii: array. 
The chieftains each their hoftile powers difplay t 40 
But whether confcious ihame their wrath repreftA 
And foft relu6lance rofe in every breaft; 
Or-Virtue did a fhortliv'd rule refume. 
And gainM one day for libeity and Rome; 
Sufpended rage yet lingered for a fpace, 4.5 

And to the weft declined the fun in peace. 
Night rofe, and blackening Ihades involved the fky. 
When Caefar, bent war's wily arts to try, 

M Througk 
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Through his extea^ed battle gives commandy 

The forenioft lines iii order fix'd ihall ftand ; 59 

Itfean -while the laft, low lurking from the foe. 

With fecret labour &Bk a trench below : 

Succefsful they the deftin'd taik purfue. 

While cLofing files prevent the hoftile view. 

Soon as the mom renew'd the dawning gray, 
He bids ^ foldier urge his fpeedy way, 
To feiz&'a vacant hdght that near Ilerda lay. 
This faw the foe, and wing'd with fear and Jhame, 
Through fecret paths with fwift prevention came. 
Now varioae motives various hopes afford, 60 

To thefe the place, to thofe the conquering fword : 

^ Opprefs'd beneath tiicir amiour''s cumbrous weight, 
Th* aflailants labouring tempt the fteepy height 5 
Half bending back they mount with panting pain. 
The following croud their foremoft mates fuftain j 65 
Againft the ftielving precipice they toil, 
And prop their hands upon the fteely pile ; 
On clifi^, and ftirubs, their fteps, fome climbing ftay. 
With cutting fwords fome clear the woody way ; 
Nor death, nor wounds, their enemies annoy, 70 

While other ufes now their arms employ. 
Their chief the danger from afar furvey'd. 
And bade the horfe fly tirtely to their aid. 
In order juft the ready fquadrons ride. 
Then wheeling to the right and left divide. 
To flank the foot, and guard each naked fide. 
Safe in the middle fpace retire the foot. 

Make good the rear, and fcorn the foes purfuit ; 

Each 
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Each fide retrMt» though each difdaiii to yield, 

Ap4 claim the glory tff the donbtful field. 80 

Thus hr the cauft of Rome hy armt was tryM, 
And hmMai rage alone the war fupply'd i 
But now the elements new wrath prepare. 
And giltoing tdnpefts vex the troubled air* 
LfBg had the earth by wintery froft been bomid, S5 
And the dry nprth had mimb'd the lazy ghmnd. 
No ftirrowM fields were drench 'd with drifly rain. 
Snow hid the hills, and hoary ice die plain. 
All deiblate the weftdm climes were feen, 
K^n wefe the blafts, and iharp the blue ferene. 
To parch the fadingiberb, andtlip the fpringinggreen 
At length the genial hieat began to ihine, 
With ftronger beams in Aries* vernal fign $ 
Again the golden day refuqfiM its right. 
And rulM in juft equation with the night t ^95 

The moon her monthly courfe had now begun, 
And with increaiing horns forfook the fun ; 
When Boreas, by night's filver emprefs driven. 
To fofter airs reiignM the weftem heaven. 
Then with warm breezes gentler Bums came, xoo 
Glowing with India''s and Arabians flame. 
The fweeping wind the gathering vapours preft, 
From every region of the fartheft eaft ; 
Nor hang they heavy in the midway iky. 
But fpeedy to Hefperia driving fly j 105 

To Calpe's hills the fluicy rains repair, 
From north, and fouth, the clouds affemble there. 
And darkening ftorms lour in the fluggifli air. 

.Ma Where 
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Where weftem ikies the ntmoft ocean bound. 

The watery treafures heap the welkin round 5 1 1« 

Thither they crtoud, and, fcanted in the fpace, 

Scarce between heaven and earth can find a place. 

Condens'd at leng^ the fpouting torrents pour, 

Eaith fmokes, and rattles with the gufliing fhower ; 

Jove's forky fires are rarely feen to fly, 115 

Extinguifti'd in the deluge foon they die 5 

Nor e'er before did dewy Iris (how 

Such fady colours, or fo raaimM a bow : 

Unvary'd by the light's refrafting beam. 

She ftoop'd to drink from ocean's briny ftream 5 120 

Then to the dropping flcy reftor'd the rain : 

Again the falling waters fought the main. 

Then firft the covering fnows began to flow 

From off the Pyrenean's hoaiy brow ; 

Huge hills of froft, a thoufand ages old, J25 

O'er which the fummer funs had vainly roll'd. 

Now melting, rufti from every fide amain. 

Swell every brook, and deluge all the plain. 

And now o'er Caefar's camp the torrents fweep. 

Bear down the works, and fill the trenches deep. 1 30 

Here men and arms in mix'd confufion fwim. 

And hollow tents drive with th' impetuous ftream ; 

Loft in the fpreading floods the land-marks lie. 

Nor can the forager his way defcry. 

No beafts for food the floating paftures yield, 135 

Nor herbage rifes in the watery field. 

And now, to fill the meafure of their fears, 

Her baleful vifage jneagre famine rears 5 

5 Seldom 



1 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book IV. 165 

Seldom alone, ihe troops among the fiends. 

And ftill on war and peftilence attends. 140 

Unprefs^d, unftraken*d by befieging foes* 

Alt miTeries of want the ibklier knows. 

Gladly he gives his little. wealth, to eat. 

And buys a morfel with his whole eftate; 

Curs'd Merchandise 1 where life itfelf is fold, 145 

And avarice confents to fidrve for gold | 

No rock, no ridng mountain, rears his head. 

No iingle river winds along the mead, 

Bat one vaft lake o*er all the land is fpread. 

No lofty grove, no foreft haunt is found, 150 

But in bis den deep lies the favage drown^d^ 

With headlong rage refiftlefs in its courfe. 

The rapiji torrent whirls the fnorting horfe ; 

High o'er the fea the foamy frefhes ride. 

While backward Tethys turns her yielding tide. 155 

Mean- time continued darknefs veils the ikies, 

And funs with unavailing ardour rife $ 

Nature no more hei' various face can boaft. 

But form is huddled up in night, and loft. 

Such are the climes beneath the frozen zone, 160 

Where chearlefs winter plants her dreary throne j 

No golden itars their gloomy heavens adorn. 

Nor genial feaTons to their earth return : 

But everlafting ice and fnows appear. 

Bind up the fummer figns, and curfe the barren year, 165 

Almighty Sire ! who doft fupreraely reign. 
And thou great ruler of the raging main ! 
Ye gracious gods ! in mercy give command. 
This deiblation may for ever ftand. 

M I Thow 
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Thou Jove ! for ever cloud thy ftormv iky ; 170 

Thou Neptune ! bid thy angry ivaves run high : . 

Heave thy huge trident for a mighty blow. 

Strike the (h-oog earthy and bid her foimtains flow $ 

Bid every river-god 'exhauft his urn^ 

Nor let thy own alternate tides return ; 175 

Wide let their blended waters waftc around, 

Thefe regions, Rhine, and thofe of Rhone confound. 

Melt, ye hoar mountains of Riphsan fnow ; 

Brooks, ftreams, and lakes, let all yopr fources go ; 

Your fpreading floods the guilt of Rome fliall fpare, iSo 

And fave the wretched world from Civil War. 

But foi^ne ftay^d her ihort difpleafure here,^ 
Nor urg'd her minion with too long a fear j 
With Jarge increafe her favours full returned. 
As if the gods themfelves his anger mourned f 185 
As if his name were terrible to heaven. 
And Providence could fue to be forgiven. 

Now *gan the welkin clear to ihine ferene, 
And Phoebus potent in his rays was feen. 
The fcattering clouds difclos'd the piercing light, 1 90 
And hung the firmament with fleecy white 5 
The troublous ftorm had fpent his wrathful ftore. 
And clattering rains were heard to rufli no more. 
Again the woods thiwr leafy honours raife. 
And herds upon tlie rifing mountains graze. 195 

Day's genial heat upon the damps prevails. 
And ripens into earth the flimy vales. 
Bright glittering ftars adorn night's fpangled air. 
And ruddy evening fkki foretel the morning fair. 

Soon 
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Soon as the falling Sicorit begun 200 

A peaceful fiream wkhui fait banks to ruBy - 

The bending willow into barka they twiner 

Then line the work Uritfa fpoiU of ilaugfattr*d kine x 

t«#h be 'tbe ioatt Yenecian fiihen know. 

Where in dull maiibtt ftandt tbe fettUng Po i ao| ■ 

On fudi'to nci^bouring Gaul, allur'd by gain. 

Hie bolder Britons crofs the (WeUing main 1 

Like thefe, when fruitful Mfgjpt liesafloat, 

Tlw Mempbian artift builds his reedy boat. ■ 

On thefe embarking bold with eager liaAe, . sjo ■ 

Acraft tbe ftream his -legions C«fer p4ft t 

Straight the uU woods widi founding firakes arefeird. 

And ;rith f^ng piles a beamy bridge they build ; 

Then, mindful of the flood £> lately fpread» 

They ftretch the lengthening arches o'er the mead. 215 

And, le^ his bolder waters rife again, f 

With numerous dikes they canton out the plain, > 

And by a thoufand breams the fu&iing river drain. 3 

Petreius now a fate fuperior faw, . 
While elements obey proud Caefar's law } ft 20 

Then ftraight Ilerda's lofty walls forfook. 
And to the fartheft weft his arms betook { 
The nearer regions faithlefs all around. 
And bafely to the vi^or bent, he found. 
When with juft rage and indignation fir*d, --. 225 • 

He to the Celtiberians fierce retir'd j 
There fought, amidft the wodd's extremeft parts, • 
Still daring hands, and ftill unconquer'd hearts. 

Soon as he view'd the neighbouring mountain's head ' ' 
Na longer by the hoftile camp o'erlpread, 2 10 

M 4. ,' Caefir 
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Ctefar commands to arm. Without delay 

The foldier to the river benda bis way $ 

None then ^dth cautious, care the bridge explpr'dy. 

Or fought the. ihallows of the iafer ford 5 

ArmM at all points, they plunge amidft the flood, 255 

And with-ftrong finews make the paflage good : 

Dangers they fcom that might the bold affright. 

And ftop ev*n panting cowards in their flight. 

At length the farther bank attaining fafe, 

Chiird by the ftreara, their dropping limbs they chafe : 

Then with frefli vigour urge the foes purfuit, 

And in the fprightly chace the powers of life recruits 

Thus they ; till half the courfe of life was run. 

And leflening fhadows own'd the noon-day fun; 

The fliers now a doubtful fight maintain, 24.5 

While the fleet horfe in fquadrons fcour the plain j 

The ftragglers fcattering round they force to yield. 

And gather up the gleanings of the field, 

'Midft a wide plain two lofty rocks arife. 
Between the cliffs an humble valley lies j 250 

Long rows of ridgy mountains run behind. 
Where ways obfcure and-fecret paffes wind. 
But Cacfar, deep within his thought, forefeet 
The foes attempt the covert ftrong to feize ; 
So may their troops at Icifure range afar, 255 

And to the Celtiberians lead the war. 
Be quick, (he cries) nor minding juft array. 
Swift, to the combat, wing your fpeedy way. 
See 1 where yon cowards to the faftnefs hafte. 
But let your terrors in their way be placed : 260 

Pierce 
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Fierce not the fearful backs of thofe that fly. 

But on yovtr meeting javelint let them die. 

He faid. The ceady legions took the windy 

And faafikilf obey their eager lord; 

With diligence the coming foe prevcntf 1^5 

And ftay their marches^ to the monntasas bent. 

Near neighbouring now the camps intrenched are feen. 

With fcarce a narrow intenral between* 

Soon as their eyes o*er(hoot the middle fpace. 
From cither hofts^ £res, fons, and brothers trace 
The well-known features of ibme kindred face* 
Then firft their hearts with tendemefs were ftruck, 
Firft with remorie for civil rage they (hook { 
Stiffening with horror cold> and dire amaie. 
Awhile in file^nt interviews they gaze : 175 

Anon with fpeechlefs figns their fwords falute^ 
While thoughts confli£Ving keep their mailers mute. 
At length, difdaining dill to be repreft, y 

Prevailing pallion rofe in every breaft, > 

And the vain rules of guilty war tranfgrefsM. J 

As at a fignal> both their trenches quit, aSi 

And fpreading arms in clofe embraces knit : 
Now friendihip runs o'er all her ancient claims, 
Gueft and coippanion are their only names ; 
Old neighbourhood they fondly call to mind, 285 

And how their boyifh years in leagues were joined. 
With grief each other mutually they kdow. 
And find a friend in every Roman foe. 
Their falling tears their fteely arms bedew> 
While interrupting fighs each kifs purlue % 990 

And 
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And though their haods arc yet unftain'd by guilt. 

They tremble for the blood they might have fpilt. 

But rpeaky ui^ppy Roman I fpeak thy pain. 

Say for what woes thy ftretming eyes complain ? 

Why doftthou groan ? why beat thy founding breaft f 195 

Why ig this wild fifintaftic grief expreft ? 

Is it, that yet thy country claims thy care ? 

Doft thou the crimes of war unwilii. g (hare? 

Ah 1 whither art thou by thy fears betray'd ? 

How canft thou dread that power thyfelf haft made ? 300 

Do C»far*8 trumpets call thee ? fcorn the Amnd. 

Doe9 he bid, march ? dare thou to keep thy giound. . 

So rage and (laughter Aiail to juftice yield. 

And fierce Erimvys quit the fatal field : 

Ciefar in peace a private ftate fhall know, 305 

And Pompey be no longer call'd his foe. 

Appear, thou heavenly Concord ! bleft a}^ar ! 
And fhed thy better influences here. 
Thou who the warring elements doft bind. 
Life of the worlds and fafety of mankind, 
Infufe thy fovereign balm, and heal the wrathful mind. 
But if the fame dire fury rages yet, 
Too well they know what foes their fwords fhall meet j 
No blind pretence of ignorance remains. 
The blood they fhed muft flow from Roman veins. 315 
Oh I fatal truce ! the brand of guilty Rome ! 
From thee worfe wars and redder flaughters come. 
See ! with what free and unfufpefting love. 
From camp to camp the jocund warriors rove 5 
Each to his turfy table bids his gueft, 320 

A&d Bacchus crowns the hofp^table feaft* 

Tht 
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The graify iires irfirlgept lend tkeir ligiit, 

WhU»xo»rtffetiMi #et|»krs waftet tiie Idghtt 

l%C early fttfii of anUSy by tnnif tiief teH^ 

Of fortiutai thirt m Tarioos-fieldt beftfl> 3s j 

With well-becoaiing pride their deedt relsrte, 

AndnowagHI^ and fritadly now debate : 

At length their anatt^cioot handt are}ms^» 

* Ajid facred leagues m^ faith renewed fhe7*bind. 31^ 

But €h 1 what «Forfe conld cruel fate afind ^ 

The fuMea Ml^d* upan -the curft aoeordy 

And dy'd with dctperlbuns the Roqi»'Ai^«td. 

By bufy fame ftetrema-fiion is tpld» ' •• 
fl|i camp, bimfeify to Ca;far all ase Md | 
When ftraight the chief indignant calU^a «rtniy 335 
And bids the trumpet fpread thlT londakuna^^ 
With war encompa&'d round he talces his way. 
And breaks the fhort-liv'd truce with fiefce affray $ 
Iff drives th* unarmM and unfufpedang gueft> 
Amaz'd, ai\d wounded, from tiC unfinilh^d feaft $ 34a 
With horrid. fteel he cuts each fond embiace. 
And violates with blood the new-made peace. 
And left the fainting flames of wrath eiqiire. 
With words like thefi: be fans the deadly ire. 
Ye herd 1 unknowing of the Roman iirorth» 345^ 

.^d loft. tOkthe great caufe which led you forth } 
Though victory and captive Caefarwere. 
flonoyrs too glorious for your fwoids to fluue | ' 
Yet fomething, abje^ as you are, from youy 
Something to virtue and the laws is due : 350 

A fecond praife ev*n yet you may partake t' 
Fight^ and be vanquiih'd for your countty^s-fake. 

Ga« 
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Can you, while fate as yet fufpends our doom. 

While you have blood and lives to lofe for Rome, 

Can you with tame fubmiflion feek a lord } 355 

And own a caufe by men and gods abhor*d ? 

Will you in lowly wife his mercy crave ? 

Can foldiers beg to wear the name of ilave ? 

Would you for us your fuit to Caefar move ? 

Know we difdain bis pardoning power to prove : 360 

^o private bargain ihall redeem this head : 

For Rome, and not for us, the war was made. 

Though peace a fpecious poor pretence afford, 

Bafenefs and bondage lurk beneath the word. 

In vain the workmen fearch the fteely mine 365 

To arm the field, and bid the battle ihine \ 

In vain the fortrcfs lifts her towery height; 

In vain the warlike fteed provokes the fight 5 

In vain our oars the foamy ocean fweep ; 

In vain our floating caftles hide the deep; 370 

.In vain by land, in vain by fea we fought. 

If peace fliall e'er with liberty be bought. 

See ! with what conftancy, what gallant pride. 

Our ftedfaft foes defend an impious fide ! 

Bound by their oaths, though enemies to good, 375. 

They fcorn to change from what they once have vow'd 

While each vain breath your ilackening fJMth with 

draws. 
Yours I who pretend to arm for Rome and laws. 
Who find no fault, but Juftice in your caufe. 
And yet, methinks, I would not give you o'er, 380 
A brav^^rcpentance ftill is in your power : 
While Pompcy calls the utmoft eaft from far. 
And leads the Indian monarchs on to war. Shall 
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Shall we (oh, fliamc!) prevent his great fuccefs. 
And bind his hands by our inglorious peace ? 

He fpoke ; and civil rage at once retui-ns, 
Each breaft the fonder thought of pity fcorns. 
And ruthlcfs with redoubled fury bums. 
So when the tiger, or the fpotted pard, 
Long from the woods and favage haunts debarrM, 3^ 
From their firft fiercenefs for a while are won. 
And feem to put a gentler nature on 5 
Patient their prifon, and mankind they bear. 
Fawn on their lords, and looks lefs horrid wear : 
But let the tafte of (laughter be renewed, 395 

And their fell jaws again with gore imbrued 5 
Then dreadfully their wakening furies rife, 
And glaring fires rekindle in their eyes ; 
"With wrathful roar their echoing dens they tear, ^ 
And hardly ev'n the well-known keeper fpare j > 

The (huddering keeper (hakes, and ftands aloof for fear, i 
From friendihip freed, and confcious nature*s tie 
To undiftingui(hM (laughters loofe they fly; 
With guilt avow'd their daring crimes advance. 
And fcom th' excufe of ignorance and chance. 405 
Thofe whom fo late their fond embraces preft. 
The bofom*s partner, and the welcome gueft ; 
Now at the board unhofpitable bleed, 
AVhile ftreams of blood the flowing bowl fucceed. 
With groans at flrit, each draws the glittering brand, 410 
And lingering death ftops in th* unwilling hand : 
Till urgM at length returning force they feel. 
And catch new courage from the murdering (leel : 

Vengeance 
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Vengeance and hatred rife with ev^ blow. 

And blood paints every vifage like a foe. 415 

Uproar and horror through the camp abound, 

While impious ions their mangled fathers wound. 

And, left the merit of the crime be loft. 

With dreadful' joy the parricide they boaft ; 

pMud to their chiefs the cold pale heads they bear, 420 

The gore yet dropping from the filver hair. 

But thou, oh Csfar ! to the gods be dear ! 
Thy pious raerdy well becomes their care ; 
And though i\aj foldier falls by treacherous peace. 
Be proud, and reckon this thy great fuccefs. 425 

Not all thot ow^ft to bounteous Fortune's fmile. 
Not proud Maflilia, nor the Pharian Nile ; 
Not the full conqueft of Pharfalia*s field, 
Could greater fame, or nobler trophies yield 5 
Thine and the caufe of juftice now are one, 430 

Since guilty (laughter brands thy foes alone. 

Nor dare the confcious leaders longer wait. 
Or truft to fuch unhallowM hands their fate : 
Aftonifh^d and diihtay'd they ftiun the fight. 
And to Ilerda turn their hafty flight. 435 

But, ere their march atchieves its deftinM courfe. 
Preventing Caefar fends the winged horie : 
The fpeedy fquadrons feize th' appointed ground. 
And hold their foes on hills encompafs'd round. 
Pent up in barren heights, they fbive in vain 440 
Refrefhing fprings and flowing ftrcaftis to gain ; 
Strong hoftile works their camp's extenfion ftay. 
And deep-funk trenches intercept their way. 

a Now 
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Now deaths unexpected forms arife, 
Thirft and pale £unine fbalk before their eyes. 445 
Shut up and clofe befiegM, no more they need 
The ftrength or fwiftnefii of the warlike fteed i 
But doom the generous courfers all to bleed. 
Hopelefs at length, and barrM around from flight. 
Headlong they ruih to arms, and urge the fight t 450 
But Caefar, who with wary eyes beheld, 
With what determined rage they fought the field, 
ReftrainM his eager troops. Forbear, he cry^d. 
Nor let your fword in madmen^s blood be dyM. 
But, fince they come devoted by defpair. 
Since life is grown unworthy of their care. 
Since 'tis their time to die, 'tis our to fpare. 
Thofe naked bofoms that provoke the foe. 
With greedy hopes of deadly vengeance glow $ 
With picafure (hall tliey meet the pointed fteel, 460 
Nor fmartlng wounds, nor dying anguifh feel. 
If, while they bleed, your Caefar ihares the pain. 
And mourns his gallant friends among the ilain. 
But wait awhile, this rage (hall foon be paft. 
This blaze of courage is too (ierce to laft j 465 

This ardour for the fight (hall faint away. 
And all this fond defire of death decay. 

He fpoke j and at the word the war ftay'd, 
Till Phoebus fled from night's afcending (hade. 
Ev'n all the day, embattled on the plain, 470 

The ra(h Petreians urge to anns in vain t 
At length the weary fire began to ceaie, 
And wafting fury languiflrd into peace ; 

Th' 
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Th' impatient arrogance of wrath declinM, 

And flackening paflions cooi*d upon the mind. 475 

So when, the battle roaring loud around, 

Spme warrior warm receives a fatal wound ; 

While yet the griding fword has newly paft. 

And the firft pungent pains and anguifli laft 5 

While full with life the turgid vefTels rife, 480 

And the warm Juice the fpritely nerve fupplies j 

Each finewy limb with fiercer force is preft. 

And rage redoubles in the burning brcaft : 

But if, as confcioiis bf th' advantage galn'd, 

'The cooler viftor ftays his wrathful hand j 485 

Then finks his thrall with ebbing fpirits low. 

The black blood fliffens and forgets to flow ; 

Cold damps and numbnefs clofe the deadly Hound, 

And flretch him pale and fainting on the ground. 

For water now on every fide they try, 490 

Alike the fword and delving fpade employ ; 
Earth's bofom dark, laborious they explore. 
And fearch the fources of her liquid ftore ; 
Deep in the hollow hill the well defcends. 
Till level with the moifter plain it ends. 495 

Not lower down from chearful day decline 
The pale Aflyrians, in the golden mine. 
In vain they toil, no fecret flreams are found 
To roll their murmuring tides beneath the ground ; 
No burfling fprings repay the workman's flroke, 500 
Nor glittering gufh from out the wounded rock 5 
No fweating caves in dewy droppings ftand, 
Nor fmallcfl rills run gurgling o'er ehe fand. 

Spent 
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^peet and exhauftcd with the fruidefs paky 

The fainting youth afcend to light agaiiu 505 

And now kTs paitieiit of the drought they gww, 

Tlian in thoie cooler d^ths of earth hdom j 

No favory Wands crown the chearful boards 

£v*a food for want of water ftandi ahhonr'd i 

To hunger's meagre refuge they retreat, $i9 

And, iince they cann^ drixUc, rtf ufe to eat* 

Where yielding clods a moifter day conftft. 

With griping hands tlie clammy glebe they pnis ; 

Where-e*er the ftanding puddle loathfome lies. 

Thither in crouds the ^lirfty foldier flies | ^9$ 

JHorrid to ^it, the miry filth they quaff. 

And drain with dying jaws the deadly draff. 

•Some fcek ike beftiai mothers for fupply. 

And draw the heeds extended adders dry | 

Till thiril, unfated with the milky ftwv, 51* 

With labouring lips drinks-in the putrid -gore* 

Some ftrip the leaves, and fuck the morning dews ; ' 

Some grind the bark,, the woody branches brutfe. 

And fqueeze.the fapling^s unconco^M juice. 

Oh happy thofe, to whom the barbarous kings 515 
Lefit their envenomM floods, and tainted iprings t 
Caefar be kind, and every bane prepare. 
Which Cretan rocks, or Libyan ierpents bear s 
The Romans to thy poifonoiis ftream (hall fly. 
And, confcious of the danger, drink, and die. 53d 
With fecret flames their withering entrails bum. 
And fiery breathings from their lungs return j 
The flirinking veins contraO: their purple flood, ; 
And urge, laborious, on the beating blood « 
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The heaving. £ghs through ftraiter paffes blow, 535 

And fcorch the painful palate as they go ; 

The patched rough tongue night's humid vapours draws, 

And reftlefs rolls within the clammy jaws j 

With gaping mouths they wait the falling rain, 

And want.thofe floods that lately fpread the plain. 54.0 

Vainly to heaven they turn their longing eyes, 

Arid fix them on the dry relentlefs flcies. * 

Nor here by fandy Afric are they curft. 

Nor CMiccr's fultry line inflames their thirft 5 

But to enhance their pain, they view below, 54.5 

Where lakes (land full, and plenteous rivers flow ; 

Between two dreams expires the- panting hoft. 

And in a la^ of water are they loft. 

Now preft by pinching want^s unequal weight. 
The vanquifhjd leaders yield to adverfe fate: 550 

K^jgjfting arms, Afranius feeks relief, 
And fues iubmiflive to tlie hoftile chief. 
Foremoft himfelf, to Caefar's camp he leads 
His familh'd troops, a fainting band fucceeds. 
At length, in prefence of the vi6lor plac'd, ^ 

A fitting dignity his gefture gracM, ^" 

That ipoke his prefent fortunes, and his paft. ^ 

With decent mixture in his manly mien. 
The captive and the general were feen : 
Then, with a free, fecure, undaunted breaft, 5.60 

For mercy thus his pious fuit he preft. 

Had Fate and my ill fortune laid me low. 
Beneath the power of fome upgenerous foe 5 
My fword hung ready to proteft my fame, 
And this right-hand had fav'd my foul from ihame : 565 
4 But 
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But now with joy I bend my fuppliant knee. 

Life is worth aiking, fince 'tis given by thee. 

No party-zeal our factious arms inclines. 

No kate of thee, or of thy bold defigns. 

War with its own occafions came unfought, 570 

And found us on the fide for which we fought ^ 

True to o\ir caufe, as beft becomes the brave. 

Long at we could, we kept that faith we gave. 

Nprihall our arms thy ftronger fate delay. 

Behold ! our yielding paves thy conquering way : 575 

The weftem nations all at once we give. 

Securely thefe behind thee (halt thou leave ; 

Here while thy full dominion (lands confeft, 

Bective it as an eameil of the ealii. 

Nor this thy eafy vi6lory difdain, "y 

Bought with no Teas of blood, nor hills of flain ; > 

Forgive the foe« that fpare thy fword a pain. ^ 

Nor is the boon for which we fue too great, 

The wear}' foldier begs a laft retreat 5 

In fome poor village, peaceful at the plough, 585 

Let them enjoy the life thou doft beftow. 

Think, in fome field, among the flain we lie, 

And loft to thy remembrance caft us by. 

Mix. not our arms in thy fuccefsful war, 

Not let thy captives in thy triumph (hare. 590 

Thefe unprevailing bands their fate have try'd, 

And proved that fortune fights not on their fide* 

Guiitlefs to ceafe frpm flaughter we implore, 

Ltt -us not conquer with thee, and we aik no more. 

He faid. The viAor, with a gentler gcace, 595 
And mercy A>ftening his feverer face, 

N a Bade 
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Bade his attending foes their fears difmifs^ 
Go free from puniifhrnent^ and live in peace. 
The truce on equal terms at length agreed, 
The waters from the watchful guard are freed : 6o« 
Eager to drihk, down ruft the thirfty croud, 
Hang o*!er the ^ankst and trouble all the flood. 
Some, while too fierce the fatal draughts they drain. 
Forget the jgafping lungs that heave in vain 5 
No breathing airs the choking channels fill, 60; 

3nt evejry Ipring of life at once ftands ftill. 
Some drink, nor yet the ferveht J>eft afT^ge, 
With wonted fires their bloaited entrails n^e 5 
Wi^h burfting fides each bulk eyormous heaves. 
While ftjll for drink th' infatiate fever ci^ves. 6i« 
At length returning health difpers'd the pain, 
And lufty vigour ftrung the nerves agaii?. 
Behpld I ye Sons of Luxury, behold ! 
Who fcatter in excefs your lavifli gold j 
You who the wealth of frugal ages wafte, (615 

T* indulge a wanton fuperciiious tafte : 
1* or whom all earth, all ocean are explored. 
To fpread the various proud voluptuous board : 
Behold ! how little thrifty nature craves. 
And what a cheap relief the lives of thoufands faves f 
No coftly wines thefe fainting legions know, 
Mark'd by old confuls many a year ago ; 
No waiting flaves the precious juices pour. 
From Myrrhine goblets, or the golden ore : 
But with pure draughts they cool the boiling blood, 6x5 
And feek their fuccour from the cryftal flood, 

5 Who, 
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Who, but a wretchy would think it worth hit care, 

'The toils and wickedneft of war to fhare. 

When all we waat thus eafily we iiad f 

The field and river can ru|>ply mankind. 630' 

BirmtfsMy and fafe from danger and alanof. 

The vanquiflrM to the ri^or quits his arms ) 

Ouiltlefs from camps, to cities ht vepairs^ 

AAd in his native land forgets his cares. 

There in his mind he runs» repenting o*er 63^ 

The tediont toils and perils once he bore } 

His ipear and iWpfd of battle ftanil accnrft^ 

He hates the weary maKb> and parching thirft ; 

And wonders miich> that e*er with pious pain 

He prayM £0 oft for fi&ory in rain t 64* 

For vi^lory I the curie of thofe that wirty 

The fatal end where ftlU new woes begin. - 

I>et the proyd'maAers of the homd fields 

Count all the gains their dire fucceDes yield ; 

Then let them think what wounds they yet muft ftel. 

Ere they can fix revolving fortune's wheel : 

As yet th* imperfect talk- by halves is done. 

Bloody blood remains, more battles muil be wob> 

And many a heavy labour undergone : 

Still conquering, to new guilt they ihall fucceed, 6^s^ 

Wherc-ever rcfticfs Fate arid CaeTap lead. 

How happier lives the man to peace affignM, 

Amidft this general Aorm that virrecks mankind 1 

In his own quiet houfe ordaioM to die,^ 

He knows the place in which his bones (hall lie. 65^ 

No trumpet warns him *put his harnefs on, 

Though faint) and all with wearinefs fore-done : 

N J. But 
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But when night falls, he lies fecurely down. 

And calls the creeping flumber all his own. 

His kinder fates the warrior's hopes prevent, 66a 

And ere the time, the wi/h'd difiniffion fent ; 

A lowly cottage, and a tender wife, 

Receive himr.in his eady days of life $ 

His boys, a niftic tribe, around him play. 

And homely pleafures wear the vacant day. 665 

Nor fa6lious parties here the mind engage. 

Nor work th' irabitter^d pafiions up to rage ; 

With equal eyes the hoilile chiefs they view. 

To This their faith, to That their lives are due : 

To both obliged alike, no part they take. 670 

Nor vows for conqueft, nor againft it, make. 

Mankind's misfortunes they behold from far, 

Pleas'd to ftand neuter, while the world's at war. 

But Fortune, bent to check the vigor's pride. 
In other lands forfook her Caefar's fide j 675 

With changing cheer the fickle goddel« frown'd, 
And for awhile her favourite caufe difown\l. 
Where Adrians fwelling furge Salonae laves. 
And warm lader rolls his gentle waves. 
Bold in the brave Curiftan's warlike band, 680 

Antonius camps upon the utmoft ftrand : 
Begirt around by Pompey's floating power. 
He braves the navy from his well-fencM ftiore. 
But while the diftant war no more he fears, 
Famine, a worle, rcTiftlels foe, appears: 685 

No more the meads their grafly pafture yield. 
Nor waving harvefts crown the yellow field. 

Ou 
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On every verdast leaf the hungry feed» 

And fnatch the forage from the fainting deed ; 

Then ravenous on their camp's defisnce they fall, 690 

And. grind with greedy jaws the turfy wall. 

Near on the neighbotuing coaft at length they fpy^ 

Where Baiilus-with- focial iails draws nigh } 

Whilei led by Dolabella's bold command. 

Their Csciar's legions fpread th* Ill3nian (band : 695 

Straight ^ith new hopes their hearts recovering beat. 

Aim to elude the foe^ and meditate retreat. 

Of wondr9tts form a vaft machine they build, 
Kew, and unknown upon the floating iield* 
•Hare, nor the keel; its crooked length extends, 700 
Nor o^er the waves the rifing deck afcend» } 
By beams and grappling chains compaAodr ftrong. 
Light (kiffs, and caiks> two equal rows prolong : 
0>r thefe, of folid oak fecurely made. 
Stable and tight a flooring firm is laid ; * 705 

Sublime, from hence, two planky towers run high. 
And nodding battlements the foe defy. 
Securely placM, each riiing range between> 
The lufty rower plies his.taik unfeen. ' ■ 
Mean-while nor oars upon the fides appear^ 710 

Nor fwelling fails receive the driving air 1 
But living feems the mighty mafs to fweep. 
And glide felf-mov'd athwart the yielding deep. 
Thiee wondrous floats, of this enormous fize, 
. Soon by the fkilful builder's craft arife; 715 

The ready warriors ail aboard them ride. 
And wait the turn of the retiring tide%' 

N 4 Backwuid 
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Backward at length itrolving Tethpr s flows^ 
And ebbtng wares the naked iands difcbfe ; 
Straight by dK Aream the hinching piles are borne 71* 
Shields, fpeare, Midbelms^ their nodding towers adorn}. 
Threatening they niove in terrrble array. 
And to the deeper ocean bend their way. 

06lavius now, whofc naval powers command 
Adria's rude feas, and wide Illyria's ftrand, y^g 

Full in their conrfe his fleet advancing ftays^ 
And each impatif nt combatant delays 1 
To th^ blue offing wide he feems to bear. 
Hopeful to draw th* unwary veflels near 1 
Aloof he minds them, eager on his prey^ 7^9 

And tempts them with an open roomy ihi. 
Thus when the wily huntlman fpreads his nets^ 
And with lus ambient toil the woods btffets ) 
While yet his bufy hands, with Wilful care. 
The mcftiy hayes and forky props prepare 5 73^ 

Ere yet the deer the painted plumage ipy, 
Snuff the ftrong odour firom afar, and fly | 
His mates, the Cretan hound and Spartan bind. 
And muzzle all the loud Moloflian kind; 
The quefter only to the wood they looie, 74* 

Who filently the tainted track purfues : 
Mute figns alone the confcious haunt betray. 
While flx'd he points, and trembles to the prey. 

*Twas at the feafon when the fainting light, 
Juft in the evening's clofe, brought on the night : 74^ 
When the tall towery floats their ifle forfook. 
And to the fea their courfei adventurous^ took, 

JBut 
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But now the fam*d Sicilian pirates, (kiii'd 

In arU and warfaicof the liquid fiekl^ 

TVir wonted wilea and ftratagcBM provide, 750^ 

To aid their great acknowledged Tiflor't ,fid»« 

Beneath the glafly forfacc of the main. 

From rock to nick they ftrctch a ponderout chain ; 

Loofely the ilacker links fblpended flow* 

T* enwrap the driving fabrics as they gow 759 

UrgM from within, and wafted by the tide. 

Smooth o^er the boom the firft and ieeoiul- glide f 

The third the guileful latest chain enfolds^ 

And in his ftedy grafp entwining holds t 

From die tall rocks the fliouting viaors nmr, 769 

And drag the refty captive to the (hore. 

For ages paft an ancient cliff there flood, 

Whofe bending brow hung threatening o*er the floods 

A verdant grove was on the fummlt plac*d> 

Atd o'er the waves a gloomy fhadow caft ; 765 

While near the bafc wild hollows fink below. 

There roll huge Teas, and bellowing tempefts blow t 

Thither whatever the greedy waters drown. 

The ihipwrecky and the driving corpfe, are thrown : 

Anon the gaping gulph the fpoil reftores, ' 770 

And from his loweft depths loud-fpouting pours. 

Not rude Chary bdis roars in founds like theft. 

When thundering, with a burft, (he /pews the foamy feas^ 

Hither, with warlike Opitergians fraught. 

The third ill-fated prifoner float was brought j 775 

The foe, as at a Hgnal, fpeed their way, 

'jftiid hafle to compafs in the deftinM prey |, 

The 
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The croudidg fails from every ftation prefs. 

While armed bands the rocks and flxores poffefs. 

Too late the chief» Vulteius, found the fnare, 780 

And ftrove to burft the toil with fruitlefs care : 

Driv'n by defpair at length-, nor thinking yet 

Which way to fight, or whither to retreat, ' . 

He turns upon the foe ; and though diftreft. 

By wiles intangled, and by crouds oppreft^ 785 

With fcarce a (ingle cohort to his aid, 

Againft the gathering hoft a ftand he made. 

Fierce was the combat fought, with flaughter great, '7 

Though thus an odds unequally they meet, ^ 

One with a thoufand matched, a ihip againft a fleet. .3 

But foon on dulky wings ai'ofe the night, 791 

And with her friendly /hade reftrains the fight j 

The combatants froiti war confenting ceafe. 

And pafs the hours of darknefs o'er in peace. 

When to the foldier, anxious for his fate, 795 

And doubtful what fuccefs the dawn might wait. 
The brave Vulteius thus his fpcech addrcft. 
And thus composM the cares of every beating breaft. 
My gallant friends 1 whom our hard fates decree. 
This night, this (hort night only, to be free j 800 

Think what remains to do, but think with hafte. 
Ere the brief hour of liberty be paft. 
Perhaps, reduc'd to this fo hard extreme, 
"Too fhort, to fome, the date of life may feem ; 
Yet know, brave youths, that none untimely fall, 8*5 
Whom death obeys, and comes but when tliey call. 

'Tit 
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*TIs tvue, the neighbouring danger waits us nigh } f 

We meet but tjbat from which we cannot fly $ . > 

Yet think not hot with, equal praife we die. ^ 

Park and uncertain h roan's ^ture doom^ &jo 

If 3rear8, or only moments, are to come j 

All is but dying $ he who gives an houc^ 

Or he who gives an age>gives.all that -a in his powers 

Sooner, or late, ail mortals know the grave, 

But to choo(e death diftinguiihes the br^ye* Si 5 

Behold where, waiting round, yon hoftile band. 

Our fellow«^iti2ens, our lives demand. 

Prevent we then their cruel hands, and bleed } y 

*Tis but to do what is too fure decreed, > 

And where our &te would drag us on, to lead. ^ 

A great confpicuous (laughter (hall we yield. 

Nor lie the carnage of a common field ^ 

Where one ignoble heap confounds, the (lain. 

And men, and beafts, promifcuous ftrow the plain. 

piacM on this float by feme diviner hand^^ 825 

As on a fbge, for public view we (land. 

Il]yria*s neighbouring (hores, her iHes ardund. 

And every.cliiF, with gazers (hall be crownM 5 

The feas, and earth, our virtue (hall proclaim, 

And ftand eternal vouchers for our fame y 8^0 

Alike the foes and fellows of our caufe. 

Shall mark the deed, and join in vaft aj^lauie.. 

Bleft be thou, fortune, that has mark'd us forth, 

A monument of unexampled worth j 

To lateft times our ftory (hall be told, 83.5 

£v'n raised beyond the nobleft names of old. 

Diftinguifli'd 
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!PiftinguiihM praife ihall crown our daring ycutfiy' 

Our pious honour^ and nnfhaken truth. 

Mean is our offerings Cacfary we confefs ; 

For fueh a chief* what foldier can do lefs ? 84^' 

,yct oh ! this fiiithfiil pledge of love receive • 

Take it* *tis all that captives have to give. 

Oh ! that, to make the viflim yet more dear. 

Our aged fires, our children had been here : 

Then with full horrour fhould the flaughter rife, 9^f 

And.blaft our paler fees' aftomIh*d eyes ; 

Till, aw*d beneath that fcom of death we wear, 

They blcfs the time our fellows 'fcap'd their fnare : 

Till with mean tears our fate the cowards mourn. 

And tremble at die rage with which we burn. 850^ 

Perhaps they mean our conftant fouls to try, 

Whether for life and peace we may comply. 

Oh ! grant, ye gods \ theil* offers may be great. 

That we may glorioufly difdain to treat, 

That this laft proof of virtue we may give, 8^^ 

And (hew we die not now, becaufe we could not live. 

That valour to no common heights muft rife, 

Whicli he, our god-like chief himfelf, (hall prize. 

Immortal ihall our truth for ever ftand, 

If Caefar thinks this little faithful band 

A lofs, amidft the hoft of his command. 

For me, my friends, my fix'd refolve is ta'cn^ 

And fate, or chance, may proffer life in vain ; 

I fcom whatever fafety they provide, 

And call the worthlefs trifling thought afide. 865- 

The facred rage of death devours me whole. 

Reigns in my heart,^ and triumphs in my foul : 

I fee. 
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f feey I reach the period of my woe, 

And tafte thofe joyt the dying only knoww 

Wiftly the godt conceal the woadront good* Sfd 

X«ft man no loiqier ikoald endure his IomI s ' 

I«eft every wretch like me from life fliould iy, ^ 

8eiie his own happinefs himielf» and die. 

He fpoke* The band his potent tongue confeft. 
And generous ardour hurn'd in every bnaft. 875 

Vo longer now they viewy with watery eyei» 
The (wift revolving drcle of the (kiet | 
Ko longer think the ftHing ftars in haAcj 
Nor wonder Oow Bootes moves To fafti 
But with high hearts exulting all, and gay^ ZSq 

They wi(h for light, and call the tardy d»y. 
Yet, nor the heavenly axis long dchtys. 
To roll the radiant figns beneath the feas { 
In Leda^s twins now rofe the warmer fun« 
And near the lofty Crab exalted (hone s 885 

Swiftly night^s (horter ihades began to move^ 
And to the weft TheiXalian Chiron drove. 
At length the moming*s purple beams difcloie 
The wide horizon coverM round with foes ; 
Each rock and fhore the crouding lilrians keep, 890 
While Greeks and fierce Libumians %read the deep i 
When yet, ere fury lets the battle loofc, 
O^avius wooes them with the terms of truce. 
If haply Pompey^s chains they choofe to wean*. 
And captive life to inftant death prefer. 895 

But the brave youth, regardlefs of his might. 
Fierce in the icom of life> and hatmg light, 

Fearlefts 
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Fearlefs, and carelefs of whate'er may come, 

RefoIvM, and felf-determinM to their doom ; 

Alike difdain the threatening of the war, 900 

And all the flattering wiles their foes prepare. 

Calmly the numerous legions round they view. 

At once by land and fea the fight renew ; 

Kelief, or friends, ^r aid, expe6^ they none, 

But fix on© certain truth in death alone. 905 

In oppofition firm awhile theyftood. 

But foon were fatisfy'd with hoftile blood. 

Then turning from' the foe, with gallant pride. 

Is there a generous youth (Vulteitis cry'd) 

Wtofe worthy fword may pierce your leader^ s fide ? 

He faid ; and at the word, from every part, 91.1 

A hundred pointed weapons reach'd his heart ; 

Dying he prais'd them all, but him the chief, 

Whofe eager xluty brought the firft relief : 

Deep in his breaft he plung'd his deadly blade, 9 1 5 

And with a grateful ftroke the friendly gift repay'd. 

At once all rufh, at once to death they fly. 
And on each other"*s fword alternate die, 
Greedy to make the mifchief all their own, 
Arid arrogate the guilt of war alone. 920 

A fate like this did Cadmus' harveft prove. 
When "mortally the earth-born brethren ftrove j 
When, by each other's hands of life bereft. 
An omen dire to future Thebes they left. 
Sircli was the rage infpir'd the Colchian foes, 925 

When from the dragon's wondrous teeth they rofe ; 

When 
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When urg'd by charms, and magic's myftic power, 
T^ey dy*d their natire field with ftrearoing gore j 
Itil ev^n the fell enchantrefs ftood difmayM, 
And wondered at the mifchieft which fhe made. 939 
Furies more fierce the dying Romans feel. 
And with brave breafts provoke the lingering fteel { 
With fond embraces catch the deadly darts, 
And {urefs them plunging to their panting hearts. 
No wound imperfect, for a fecond calls ; 9^5* 

With certain aim the iiire deftru^on falls. 
This laft beft gift, this one unerring blow. 
Sifts, fons, and brothers, mutually beftow $ 
HorCpiety, nor fond remorfe prevail. 
And if <hey fear, they only rear to foH. 94X) 

' Here with red ftreams the blufliing waves they ftain. 
Here dafh their mangled entrails in the main. 
Here with a laft difdain they view the ikies, -j 

Shut out heaven's hated Kght with fcomfiil eyes, > 

And, with infiilting joy, the viflor foe defpife. ^ 

At length the heapy flaughter rofe on high. 
The hoflile chiefs the purple pile defcry ; 
And while the laft accuftomM rites they give, 
Seaitely the unexampled deed believe : 
Much they admire a faith by death approved, 950 

And wonder lawlefs power could e'er be thus belov'd. 

Wide through mankind^etemal fame difplay^ 
This harpy crtw, this (ingle veflel's praife. 
But^ oh ! the ftory of the godlike rage 
Is loft, upon a vile, degenerate age j 955 

The bafe, tiie flaviih world will not be taught. 
With how much cafe their fntdom may be bought. 
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Still ju-bltnuy power on thrones commands. 

Still libert^r is gall'd by tyrants bands. 

And fwords in vain are trufted to otir hands. 

Oh i death i thou pleafing end of human wocy ^6t 

Thou cure for life, thou greateft good below j 

Still may^ft ^hon fiy the coward and the Have, 

And thy foft ilumbers only bkfs the brave. , 

Nor war^s pernicious God lefs liavock yields, 96;^ 
Where fwarthy Libya fpreads her fun-burnt Selds. 
For Curio now die Aretching canvas fpread. 
And from SiciliiuBi ihores his navy led j 
To Afric*s coaA he cots the foamy wjgr, 
Where low the once victorious Caitfaage lay. -97^ 

There landing to 1^ w^lt-known camp lie hies. 
Where from afar the diftant feas he ifles i 
Where Bagrada^s dull waves the fands divide, 
And flowly downward xoll their iluggi(h tide. 
From thence heieelcs the heights renown'd by fame. 
And hallowed by the great Cornelian name : 97^ 

The rpcks and hills wdiich long, traditions fay. 
Were held by huge Antaeus' horrid fway. , 
Here, as, by chance, he lights upon the place. 
Curious he tries the reverend tale to trace* 9S0 

When thus, in (hort, the ruder Libyans tell. 
What from their fires they heard, -and how the cafe befd* 

The teeming earth* for ever freft and young, 
Yet, after many a giant fon, was ftrong 5 
When labouring, here, with the prodigious birth, 985 
She brought her youngeft-born Antaeus forth. 
Of all the dreadful hrood which erftihe bore, 
In none the fruitful hddaiiue glory 'd move ; 

Happy 
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Happy for thofe above (he brought him not, 
'nil after Phle^^s doubtful field was fought. 99* 
^Tlu't this, her darling, might in force excel, 
A gift (he gave : whene'er to earth he fell. 
Recruited ftrength he from his parent drew. 
And every Slackening nerve was ftnmg anew. 
Yon cave his den he made ; where oft for food, 995 
He (hatched the mother lion^s horrid brood. ^ 
Nor leaves, nor ihaggy hides, his couch preparM, 
Tom from the tiger, or the fpotted pard ; 
But ftretchM along the naked earth he lies : 
New vigour dill the native earth fupplles. ioo« 

'Wliate>r he meets, his ruthlefs hands invade, 
Strong in himfelf, without his mother's aid. 
The ftrangers that unknowing feek the (hore, 
■Soon a worie (hipwreck on the land deplbir. 
Dreadful to all, with matchlefs might he reigns, 
Kobs, fpoils, and maii'acres the fimple fwains. 
And all unpeopled lie the Libyan plains. 
At length, around the trembling nations fpread. 
Fame of the tyrant to Alcides fled. 
The Godlike Hero, born, by Jove's decree, 
"To fet the feas, and earth, from monfters freei 
Ilither in generous pity bent his courfe. 
And fet himfelf to prove the giant's force. 

Now met, the combatants for fight provide. 
And either doffs the lion*s yellow hide. i^i^ 

' Bright in Olympic oil Alcides fhone, 
Antaeus with his mother's duft is ftrown, 
And fecks her friendly force to aid his own* 

O Now 
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Now feizing fierce their grafping hands they mix, 

And labour on the fwelling throat to fix ; lo^o 

Their finewy aiTns are writh'd in many a fold, 

And, front to front, they threaten ftqrn and bold. 

Unmatched before, each bends a fullen frown. 

To find a^ force, thus equal to,his ovyn. 

At length the godlike viftor Greek prevajl'd, 4025 

Nor yet, the foe with all his force aflailM. 

Faint dropping fweats bedew the monft«;r's brows^ 

And panting thick witji hewng fides he blows ; 

^is, ti*embling head the ilackening nerves confefs*d. 

And from the hero fhrunk his yielding breaft. 1030 

The conqueror jxirfues, his arms entwine, 

.Infolding gripe, and .ilrain his cralhin^ chine. 

While his broad knee bejirs forceful on his groin. 

At once his faltering feet ftom earth he rends. 

And on the fands his mighty length .extends. 1035 

The parent earth her vanquifh'd fon deplores. 

And with a touch his vigour loft reftores : 

From his faint limbs-the clammy dews ihe drains. 

And with frefh ftreams i:ecruits his ebbing veins ; 

The naufcjes fwell^ tjie hardening finews rife, 104.0 

And burfting from th' Herculean grafp he flies. 

Aftonifii'd at the fight Alcides flood : ' 

Nor more he wonderM, when in Lema's flood 

The dreadful fnake her falling heads renew'd. 

Of all his various labours, none was feen 104.5 

With equal joy by heaven's unrighteous queen ; 

PleasM (he beheld, what toil, what pains he provM, 

Jit who h^ borne the weight of heaven unmov'd. 

Sudden 
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Sudden again upon the foe he flew, 

Vke falling foe to earth for aid withdrew ; 105* 

The earth again her fainting fon fuppliesiy 

And with redoubled forces bids him rife : 

Her vital powers to fuccour him (he fends. 

And earth 'herfelf with Herailes contends. 

Cbnfcious at length of fuch unequal fight, 1055 

And that the parent touch renewed his might, 

No longer ihalt thou fall, Alcides cryM, 

Henceforth the conoibat ftanding (hall be tryM j 

If thou wilt lean, to me alone incline. 

And reft upon no other breaft but mine. lo^o 

He (aid j and as he faw the monfter ftoop, 

Widi mighty arms aloft he rears him up : 

Ko more the diftant earth her (on fupplies, 

LockM in the heroes ftrong embrace he lies | 

Kor thence difmifsM, nor trufted to the ground, 1065 

Till death in every frozen limb was found. 

Thus, fond of tales, our anceftors of old 
The ftoty to their childrens children told i 
From thence a title to the land they gave. 
And call'd this hollow rock Antxus* cave. X070 

But greater deeds this rifing mountain grace. 
And Scipio^s name ennobles much the place ; 
While, fixing here his famous camp, he call« 
' Fierce Hannibal from Rome*s devoted walls. 
As yet the mouldering work« remain in view, 107$ 
Where dreadful once the Latian eagles flew. 

Fond of the profperous vi£lorious name. 
And trufting fortune would be ftill the fame, 

O 2 Hither 
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Hither his haplefs enfigns Curio leads. 

And here hi^ unaufpicious camp he fpreads* xo8» 

A fierce fuperior foe his arms provoke. 

And rob the hills of all their ancient luck. 

O'er all the Roman powers in Libya's land. 

Then Atius Varus bore fupreme command j 

Nor.trufting in the Latian ftrength alone, 1085 

With foreign force he fortify'd his own j 

Summoned the fwarthy monarchs all from far. 

And caU*d remoteft Juba forth to war. 

Or many a coiptry runs his wide command. 

To Atlas huge, and Gades' weilem ftrand ; 1090 

From thence to horned Aramon's fane renown'd, 

And the wafte $yrts unhofpitable bound : 

Southward £^8 far he reigns, and rules alone 

The fultry regions of the burning zone. 

Wi^ himj unnumbered nations march along, X095 

Th' Autolqles with wild Numidians throng ; 

The rough Getulian, with his ruder fteed 5 

The Moor, refembling India's fwarthy breed ; 

Poor Nafamons, and Garamantines join'd. 

With fwift Marmaridans that match'd the windj 1100 

The Mazax, bred the trembling dart to throw, 

Sure as the ihaft that leaves the Parthian bow j 

With, thefe Maflylia's nimble horfemen ride. 

They, not the bit, nor curbing rein provide. 

But with Hght i"ods the well-taught courfer guide. 

From lonely cots the Libyan hunters came. 

Who ftill unarm'd invade the favage game. 

And with fpread mantles tawny lion« tame. 



\ 
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\ Bjut not Rome^s fate, nor civil rage aloRC, 
Incite the monarch Pompey^s caufe to own 1 ' 1115 
Stung by refenting wrath, the war he fiHXght# 
And deep difpleafures paft by Curio wrought; 
He, when the tribune's (acred power he giiiiUl, 
lyhen juftice, laws, and gods were all prdphanM, 
At Juba's ancient fceptre aim'd his hate, 11 15 

And ftrove to rob him of his royal featt 
From a juft prince would tear his native right, 
While Rome was made a ilave to lawlefs might, 
the king, revolving cauies from afar. 
Looks on kimielf as party to the war. ixa* 

That grudge, too well remembering, Curio knew $ 
To this he joins, • his troops to Caefar new. 
None of thofe old experienc*d faithful bands, 
' KursM in his fear, and bred to his commands $ 
But a loofe, neutral, light, uncertain train, 1125 

Late with Corfinium's captive fortrefs ta'en. 
That wavering paufe, and doubt for whom to ftrike. 
Sworn to both fides, and true to both aUke^ 
The careful chief beheld, with anxious &eart. 
The faithlefs centinels each night defert : 1130 

Then thus, refolving, to himfeif he cry'd. 
By daring ihews our greateft fears we hide 1 
Then let me hafte to bid the battle join. 
And lead my army, while it yet is mine ; 
Leifure and thinking ilill to change incline. 
Let war, and aftion, bufy thought control. 
And find a full employment for the foul. 
When with drawn fwords determined foldiers ^and. 
When, ihame is loft, and fury prpmpts the hand, 

O 3 ' WIl^\ 



} 



] 



»9« R O W E'S POEMS. 

What reafon then can find a time to paufe, 2x40 • 

To weigh the difiering chiefs, and jufter caufe ? 
That caufe feems only juft for which they fight. 
Each likes his own, and all are in the right. 
On terms like thefe, within th* appointed- fpace. 
Bold gladiators, gladiators facet 2145 

Unknowing why, like fierceft foes they greet. 
And only hate^ and kill, becaufe they meet. 

He faid.; and ranged his troops upon the plain. 
While, fortune met him with a femblance vain. 
Covering her malice keen, and all his future pain. 
Before him Varus' vanquifliM legions yield. 
And. with diflioneft flight forfake the fields 
Exposed to ihamefiil wounds their backs he views, 
And to their camp the fearful rout purfues. 

Juba with joy. the mournful news receives, I'SS-. 
And haughty in his own fuccefs believes. 
Careful his foes in error to maintain. 
And ftill preferve them confident, and vain j . 
Silent he marches on in fecret fort. 
And keeps his numbers clofe from loud report, i iSo 
Sabbura, great in the Numidian race. 
And fecond to their fwarthy king in place, 
Firft with a chofen flendeirband precedes. 
And feemingly the force of. Juba leads : 
While hidden he,, the prince himfelf, remains, 1165 
And in a fecret vale his hod conflrains. 
Thus oft th' Ichneumon, on the banks of Nile, 
Invades the deadly Afpic by a wile ; 
While artfully his flender tail is playM, 
The ferpent darts upon the dancing ihade 5 1170 

Then 
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Ifhtn turning on the foC' with fwift furprizc, , 
Full at ftts throat the nimble feizer flies : 
The gafping fnake expires beneath the wound, ^. 

His gulhing jaws with ppifonous floods abound^ v 
Asd filed the fruitlefs mifchie£ on the ground.' J^ 

JKor fortune failM to favour his intenti 
But crown'd the fraud with profperous event* 
Curioy unknowing of the hoftile power, , 
Commands his horfe the doubtful plain to fcour. 
And ev^n by night the regions round explore! 
Himfelfy though oft forewam'd by friendly care, ^ 
Of Punic frauds, and daiiger to beware, 
SooA as the dawn of early day was broke, 
Bis camp, with all the rooying foot, fdrlbok'. 
It feemM, neceffity infpirM the deed, 11S5; 

And Fate requirM the daring youtK ftiould bleed. 
War, that curft war which he himfeir begu'ti. 
To death and ruin drove him headlong on. 
O'er devious rocks, long-time, his way he takes. 
Through rugged paths, and rtide incumbering brakes j . 
Till, from afar, at length the hills dffclofe, 
AHembling on their heights, his diftant foes. 
Oft hafty flight with fwift retreat they feign. 
To draw th' unwary leader to the plain. 
He, rafli and ignorant of Libyan wiles,. ii95 

WiHe o'er the naked champain fprfeads his files 5 
When, fiifdden, all the circling mountains round 
With numblefs Numidians thick are crown'd j 
* At once the rifing ambufh (lands confcfsM, 
Aiid dread ftrikes cold on every Roman breaft. i4o€> 

Q.4. IItlpkr;>' 
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Helplcfs they view th' impending danger nigb^ 

Nor can the valiant fight, nor coward f]y. 

The weary horfe neglefts the trumpet's found. 

Nor with impatient ardour paws the ground ; 

No more he champs the bit, nor tugs the rein, 120 j 

Nor pricks his ears, nor /hakes his flowing mane : 

With foamy fweat his fmoking limbs are fpread. 

And ail o'er-labour'd hangs his heavy head 5 

Moarfe, and with pantings thick, his breath he draws. 

While ropy filth begrimes his clammy jaws 5 1210 

Carelefs the rider's heartening voice he hears, 

And motionlefs the wounding fpur he bears. 

At length, by fwords and goading darts compell'd, 

Dronifli he drags his load acrofs the field 5 

Nor once attempts to charge, but drooping goes, 1215 

To bear his dying lord amidft his foes. 

Not fo the Libyans fierce their onfet make j 
With thundering hoofs the fandy foil they fhake ; 
Thick o'er the battle wavy clouds arife, "^ 

As when through Thrace, Biftonian Boreas flies, ^ 
Involves the day in duft, and darkens all the flcies. J 
And now the Latian foot cncompafs'd round. 
Are maflacred, and trodden to the ground ; 
"None in refiftance vainly prove their might. 
But death is all ths bufinefs of the fight. J 225 

Thicker than hail the fl:eely fliowers defcend ; 
fieneatli the weight the falling Romans bend. 
On every fide the flirinking front grows lefs, 
And to the centre madly all they prefs : 
Tear, uproar, and difmay, increafe the cry, 12 30 

Cruihing, and cruih'd, an aimed croud they die 5 

£v'a 
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Et^h thronging on their fellows fwords they run, , 
And the foes* bufinefs by themfelves is done. 
Bot ihe fierce Moors di£dain a croud fhoold fhare 
The praife of conqueft, or the ta(k of inri 123^ 

lUvers of blood they wifli, and hills of (lain. 
With mangled carcafes to ftrow the plain. 

Genius of Carthage ! rear thy drooping head. 
And view thy fields with Ronum daughter fpread. 
Behold, oh Hannibal, thou hoftile (hade I 
A large amends b^ foitune^s hand is made, ( 

And the loft Punic blood is well repayM. 3 

Thus do the gods the caufe of Pompey ble(s ? 
Thiti ! is it thus, they give our arms fuccefs t 
Take, Afiic, rather take the horrid good, 1245 

And make thy own advantage of our blood* 

The duft, at length, in crimfon floods was laid. 
And Curio now the dreadful field furvey*d. 
He faw 'twas loft, and knew in vain to ftrive. 
Yet bravely fcorn'd to fly, or to furvive j 1250* 

And though thiis driven to death, he met it well. 
And in a croud of dying Romans fell. 

Now what avail thy popular arts and fame, 

?hy reftiefs mind that (hook thy country^s frame ; 
hy moving tongue that knew fo well to charm, 125 a. 
And urge the madding multitude to arm ? 
What boots it, to have fold the fenate^s right. 
And driven the furious leaders on to fight f 
Thou the firft vi6Vim of thy war art flain. 
Nor (halt thou fee Pharfalia*s fatal plain. 32^9 

Behold 1 ye potent troublers of the (bte. 
What wretched ends on curft ambitioii wait I 
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Sec 1 where, a paey, unbury'd Curio lies, 

To every fowl that wings the Libyan flues. 

Oh I were the gods as gracious as fevere, 1265. 

Were liberty, like vengeance, ftill their care ; 

Then,Rome ! what days, what people might'ft thou fee. 

If Providence would equally decree. 

To punilh tyrants, and preferve thee free. 

Nor yet, oh generous Curio ! fKall my verie 127a 
Forget, thy praife, thy virtues,, to rehearfe : 
Thy virtues, which with envious time ihall ftrive. 
And to fucceeding ages long furvive. 
In all our pregnant mother's tribes, before, - 
A Ton of nobler hope ihe never bore : ^^7S' 

A foul more bright, more great,, (he never knew. 
While to thy country's intereft thou wert true. 
But thy bad fate o'er-rul'd thy native worthy 
And in an age abandoned brought thee forth ; 
When Vice in- triumph through the city pafs'd, 128a 
And dreadful wealth and ppwer laid all things wafte. 
The fweeping fbeam thy. better pyrpofe crofs'd. 
And in the headlong torrent wert thou loft* 
Much to the ruin of the ftate was done, . 
When Curio by the Gallic fpoils was won 5 
Curio, the hope of Rome, and her moft worthy fon, 
Hpyrants of old, whom former times record, 
Who rul'd, and'ravag'd with the murdering (word 5 
Sylla whbm fuch unbounded power made proud j 
Marius, and Cinna, red with Roman blood j 1200 
Ev'n Caefar's^ mighty race who lord it now, 
-Before whofe throne the fubjeft nations bow, 
All bought that power which lavifh Curio fold, . 
C luio, who barterM* libeity for ■ gold • 
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LUCAN'S PHARSALIA/ 

R O O K V. 

THE A R O U M E N T, 

. In Epirus the confuls affemble the fenate> who unani' 
mouily appoint Pompcy ^neral of the war againflr 
CxCur, aiid. decree pubhc thanks to the feveral- 
princes and ^tes who afiifted the commonwealth » 
Appius, at that time praetor of AcRaia» confults the 
Oracle of Delphos^ concerning the event- of the civit 
war. Andy upon this occafion, the pott goes into 
a digreilion concerning the origin, the manner of 
the delivery 9 and the prefent £lence of that oracle» 
From* Spain, Casfar returns into Italy, where he 
miells a mutiny in his army, and ^unifhes the of^* 
lenders. From Placentia, ^eie this diforder hap- 
pened> he, orders them to march to Brunduiium-s 
where, after a ihort turn to Rome, and ailuming the^ 
confulAiip, or rather the fupreme power, he joins 
them hinrfelf. From Brundufium, though it was 
then the middle of winter, he tninfports part of his 
army, by Tea to Epirus, ai^d lands at Palaefte. Pom- 
pey, who then lay about Candavia, hearing ofj 
Caeiar's arrival, ai^d being in pain for Dyrrachium^, 
marched that way : On the banks of the riverApfusj 
they met and incamped clofe together. Caefar was 
not yet joined by that part of his troops which he 
had left behind him at Brundufium, under the com- 
mand of Mark Anthony 5 and being uneafy at his 
delays leaves his camp by night, and ventures over 
a tempeftuous fea in a fmall bark to haften the tranf- 
port. Upon Caefar joining, his forces together^ 
rompey perceived that the wac would now probably 
be foon decided by a battle ; and upon that con- 
ijderation, refolved to fend his wife to expeft the 
event at Lpfljos. Their parting, which is extremely 
moving, concludes this book. 

S .THUS 
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THUSy equal fortune holds a while the fcale. 
And bids the leading chiefs by turns prevail 5 
In doubt the goddefs, yet, their fate detains, 
And keeps them for Emathia's fatal plains. 
And now the fetting Pleiades grew low, 5 

The hills ftood hoary in December's fnowj 
The folemn feafon was approaching near, -^ 

When other names renewM the Fafti wear, > 

And double Janus leads the coming year. 3 

The confuls, while their rods they yet remained, 10 
"WhHe, yet, fome fhew of liberty maintained. 
With miflives round the fcatter'd fathers greet. 
And in Epirus bid the fenate meet. 
There the great rulers of the Roman ftate, 
In foreign feats, confulting, meanly fate. 15 

No face of war the grave affembly wears, 
But civil power in peaceful pomp appears : 
The purple order to their place refort. 
While waiting liftors guard the crouded court. 
No fa6lion thefe, nor party, feem to be, ^^ 

Sut a full fenate, legal, juft, and free. 
Great, as he is, here Pompey ftands confeft 
A private man, and one among the reft. 

Their mutual groans, at length, and munnurs ceafe. 
And every mournful found is hufh'd in peace j 25 

When from the confular diftinguifh'd throne, 
Sublimely raisM, thus Lentulus begun. 

If yet our Roman virtue is the fame. 
Yet worthy of the race from which we came. 
And emulates our great forefathers name,, 

Let 
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Let not oxir thoughts, by fad remembrance led* %i 

Bewail thofe captive waiU from whence we fled. 

This time-demande that to ovrfelvet we turn, 

Kor, fathers^ have we leifure now to mourn { 

but let each early tare* each honeft heart, 31 

Our fenate*ft. (acred dignity aflert. 

To all around proclaim it, wide, a^id Qear, 

That pow^ which kifigs obey, and nations fear, 

Xhat only le^ power of Rome, is here. 

For whether to the Northern Bear we go, 49 

Where pale! (he glitters o*er eternal fnow $ 

Or whether in thofe fultry climes we bum. 

Where night and day with equal hours return ; 

The world ihall flill acknowledge us its head. 

And empire follow wherefoe'er we lead. 45 

When Gallic flames the burning city felt. 

At Veiae Rome with her Camillus dwelt. 

Beneath forfaken roofs proud Caefar reigns. 

Our vacant courts, and fllent laws conftrainsj 

While flaves obedient to his tyrant will, 50 

Outlaws, and profligates, his fenate fill ; . 

With him a banifh'd guilty croud appear. 

All that are juft and innocent are here. 

Difpers*d by war, though guiltlefs of its crimes, 

Our order yielded to thefe impious times $ 55 

At length returning each from his retreat. 

In happy hour the fcatter'd members meet. 

The gods and fortune greet us oh the way. 

And with the world loft Italy repay* 

tjpon Illyria's favourable coaft, 60 

Vulteius with his furious band are loft ; 

' While. 
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Vi^hile in bold Ciirioy on the Libyan plain. 

One half of Csefar's fenators lie (lain. 

March then, ye warriors ! fecond fate's defign, 

And to the leading gods your ardour join, €5 

With equal conftancy to battle come, 

As when you fliunn'd the foe, and left your native Rome. 

The period of the confuls power is near. 

Who yield our Fafces with the ending year : 

But you, ye fathers, whom we ftill obey, jo 

Who rule mankind wifli undetermln'd fway. 

Attend the public weal, with faithful care. 

And bid our greateft Poqipey lead the war. 

In loud applaufe the pleas'd affembly join, 
And to the glorious talk the chief aflign : 7^ 

ilis country's fate they truft to him alone. 
And bid him fight Rome's battles, and his own. 
Next, to their friends their thanks are dealt around. 
And fomc with gifts, and feme with praife are crown'd : 
Qf thefc, the chief are Rhodes, by Phoebus lov'ui. So 
And Sparta rough, in virtue's lore approv'd. 
Of Athens nuich they fpeak ; Maflilia's aid 
Is with her parent Phocis' freedom paid. 
Deiotarus Jiis truth they much commend. 
Their ftill unfhaken faithful Afian friend. 85 

Brave Cotys and his valiant fon they grace. 
With bold Rhafipolis from ftormy Thrace. 
While gallant Juba juftly is decreed 
To his paternal fceptre to fucceed. 
^nd thou too, Ptolemy, (unrighteous fate!) 9* 

Wert rais'd unworthy to the regal ftatc j 

The 
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'^he crown upon thy perjur'd temples {hone. 
That once was borne by Philip^s godlike ion. 
O'er ^gypt (hakes the boy his' cruel fword : 
^h ! that he had been only ^Egypt's lord !) ^j 

But the dire gift more dreadful mifchiefs wait, 
l(¥hile Lagos* fceptre gives him Pompey^s fate^ 
Preventing C»far*s» «nd ills fifter^s hand. 
He ftizM his parricide, and her conraiand. 

Th* affembly rofe, and all on war intent soo 

3uftle to arms, and blindly wait th* event. 
Appius alone» impatient to be taught, 
^ith what the direatening future times were fr^iugh^ 
With bufy ciuiofity explores 

The dreadful purpofe of the heavenly powers. ' 105 
To Delphos ftraight he flies, where long*the god 
''in filence had poflefs'd his clofe abode-; 
His orades had long been known to ceafe» 
And the prophetic virgin livM in peace. 

Between the ruddy weft and eaftem ikies, i to 

In the mid-earth Parnaflus* tops arife : 
'To Phoebus, and the chearful god of wine. 
Sacred in common ftands the hill divine. 1 13 

Still as the third revolving year comes round, f 

The Maenades, with leafy chaplets'<rown*d, r 

The double deity in folemn fongs reibund. 
"When, o'er the world, the deluge wide was (pread. 
This only mountain rear*d his lofty head i 
One riiing rock, prefervM, a bound was given. 
Between the vafty deep, and ambient heaven. 1*0 
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Here, to revenge long-vex'd Latona^s pain» 

Python by inf^Bt Psan'^s darts was ilain, 

While yet the realm was held by Themis^ righteous 

reign. 

But when the god perceived , how from below 
TThe confcious caves diviner breathings blow, 125 

How vapours could unfold th' enquirer's doom. 
And talking winds could fpeak of things to come ; 
J3eep in the hollows plunging he retired. 
There, with foretelling fury firftinfpir'd, 
jProm thence the prophet^s art and honours he acquii 

So runs th^ tale. And oh ! what god indeed 131 
Within this gloomy cavern's depth is hid ? 
What power 4ivine forfakes the heaven^s fair light. 
To dwell with earth, and everlafting night ? 
What is this ipirit, potent, wife, and great, 1 35 

Who deign^ to make a moital frame his feat 5 
Who the long chain of fecret caufes knows, 
Whofe oracles the years to come idifclofe j 
Who through eternity at once forefees, 
And tells that fate which he himielf decrees ? 140 
Part of that foul, perhaps, which moves in all, 
Whofe energy informs the pende;it ball. 
Through thijs dark paffage feeks the realms above. 
And ftrives to re-unite itfelf to Jove. 
Whatever the Daemon, when he ftands confeft 145 
Within his raging prieftefs' panting bieafl-, 
Dreadful ])is godhead from the virgin breaks, 
And thi^ndering from her foamy mouth he fpeaks. 

Such 
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Bach is the burft of bellowing ^tna*$ found. 
When fair Sicilians paftures ihake around i 150 

Stich from Inarimi Typhoeus roars. 
While rattling rocks beftrew Canipania*s ihores. 

The liftening god, ftill ready with replies, 
To none his aid, or oracle, denies $ 
Yet, wife and righteous ever, fcoms to hear 15^ 

The fooPs fond wiihes, or the guilty's prayer { 
Though vainly in repeated vows they truft, 
None e*er find grace l>efore him, but the juft. 
Oft to a'baniihM, wandering, houfelefs race. 
The facred di6lates have aiHgn^d a place. 269 

Oft from the ftrong he favcs the weak in war : 
This truth, ye Salaminian feas« declare ! 
And heals the barren land, and peftilential air. 
Of all the wants with whith this age is cui'ft. 
The Delphic filence furely is the worlh 165 

But tyrants, juftly fearful of their doom. 
Forbid the gods to tell us what *s to come. 
Mean -while, the prophetefs may well rejoice. 
And blels the ceafing of the facred voice : 
Since death too oft her holy tafk attends, 17Q 

And immature her dreadful labour ends. 
Tom by the fierce diftrafting rage (he fprings. 
And dies "beneath the god for whom (he fings, 

Thefe filent caves, thefe Tripods long unmov'd. 
Anxious for Rome, inquiring Appius prov'd : 175 
He bids the guardian of the dread abode 
Send in the trembling prleftefs to the god, 

P The 
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The reverend fire the Latian chief obeyed, 

And fudden feiz'd the unfufpe^ting maid, 

Where carelefs in the peaceful grove (he ftray'd 

DifmayM, aghaft, and pale, he drags her on j 

She ftops, and llrives the fatal talk to (hun ; 

Subdued by force, to fraud and art flie flie^. 

And thus to turn the Roman's purpofe tries : 

What curious hopes thy wandering fancy move, i^S| 

The filent Delphic oracle to prove ? 

In vain, Aufonian Appius, art thou come ; 

Long has bur Phoebus and his cave been dumb. 

Whether, difdaining us, the facred voice 

Has made fome other diftant land its choice 5 1^0 

Or whether, when the fierce barbarians' fires 

Low in the duft had laid our lofty fpires. 

In heaps the mouldering aflies heavy rod. 

And chok'd the channels of the breathing god : 

Or whether heaven no longer gives replies, 195 

But bids the Sibyls myftic verfe fuffice 5 

Or, if he deigns not this bad age to bear. 

And holds the world unworthy of his care 5 

Whatever the ca«fe, our god has long been mute. 

And anfwers not to any fupplianf s fuit. 20« 

But, ah I too well her artifice is known, 
^er fears confefs the god, whom they difown. 
Howe'er, each rite ihe feeraingly prepares j 
A fillet gathers up her forerjioft hairs j 
While.the white wreath and bays her temples bind, 405 
And knit the loofer locks which flow behind. 
.Sudden, the ihonger prieft, though yet fhe drives. 

The lingerinjg maid within the temple drives : 

Bv;t 
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*Btit flill (he fears, ftill fiiuns the dreadful flirine, 

t;agt in tbe outer (pace, and feigns the rage divine, no 

£ut far unlike the god, her calmer breaft 

Ho ftrong endiuiiaftic throes confeft ; 

Jio terrors in her ftarting hairs were feen. 

To caftirom off her brow the wreathing green; 

Hfo broken accents half obftru6led hung, »x^ 

Hor fwelling murmurs roll her labouring tongue. 

:From her fierce jaws no founding horrors come, 

.N« thunders bellow through the working foam, 

l^^rnid the fpacious cave, and (hake the vaulted dome. [ 

Too plain, the peaceful groves and fane betray'd lao 

The wily, fearful, god-diflembling maid. 

The furious Roman foon the fraud efpy*d. 

And, Hope not thou to 'fcape my rage, he cry'd ; 

Sore (halt thou rue thy fond deceit, profane, 

.'(The gods and Appius are not mockM in vain) 125 

Unlefs thou ceafe thy mortal founds to tell, 

Unlefs thou plunge thee in the myftic cell, 

Unlefs the gods themfelves reveal the doom. 

Which (hall befall the warring world and Rome. 

He fpoke, and, awM, by the fuperior dread, %%% 
The trembling prieftefs to the Tripod fled : 
♦Clofe to the holy breathing vent (he cleaves* 
And largely the unwonted god receives. 
Nor age the potent fpirit had decayed, 
3ut with full force he fills the heaving maid ; 23^ 
Nor e'er fo ftrong infpijring Paean came, 
Nor ftretchM, as now, her agonizing frame : 
The mortal mind driv'n out forfook her breaft» 
And the fole godhead every part poifeft. 
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Now fwell her veins, her turgid (inews rife, .240 

And hounding frantic through the cave (he flies $ 

Her briftling locks the wreathy fillet fcom. 

And her fierce feet the tumbling Tripods fpum. 

Now wild (he dances o'er the vacant fane, . > 

And whirls her giddy head, and bellows with die paj^* 

N^r yet the leifs th* avenging wrathful ^od .2(4.6 

Pours in his fires, and ihak^es his founding rod : 

He lafhes now, and goads herx>n amain ; 

And now he checks her ftubbom to the rein. 

Curbs inrher tongue, juil labouring to difclofe, 250 

And fpeak that fate which in her bofom glows* 

Ages on ages throng, a painful load. 

Myriads of images, and myriads croud $ 

Men, .times, and things, or prefent, or to come. 

Work labouring up and down, and urge for room.. 255 

Whatever is, ftiall be, or e'er has been. 

Rolls in her thought, and to her fight is feen. 

The ocean's utmoft bounds her eyes explore. 

And number every fand on every fhore 5 

Nature, and all her works, at once they fee, 960 

Know when <he firft begun, and when her end ihall be. 

And as the Siby once in Cumx's cell. 
When vulgar fates ihe. proudly ceas'd to tell. 
The Roman" deftiny dlftinguiih'd took. 
And kept it careful in her facred book ; 1&5 

So now, Phemonoe, in crouds of thought, 
TJ"- fingle doom of Latian Appius fought. 
Nor inthat mafs, where multitudes abound, 
A private fortune can with eafe be found. 

But 
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At length her foamy month begins to flow, 270 

Groans more diftin^» and plainer murmurs go s 
A doleful howl the roomy carem fhook. 
And thus 4he calmer maid in fainting accents fpoke : 

yrhile guilty rage the world tumultuous'rtnds. 
In peace for thee, £uboea*8 vale attends i 275 

Thither, as to thy refuge, ihah thou-fiy^ 
There find repofe, and unmolefted lye»" 
.$)ie (aid i th» god^ter labouring tongue Aippreft^ ' 
Afld in eternal darkneis veilM the reft.* 
• Ye facred Tripods,* on whofe doom we wait I 28» 
Ye guardians of the future^lavfrs of fate I 
And thou, oh ! Phoebus, whofe prophetic ikill 
Reads the dark counfds of the heavenly will | 
"Why did your wary oracles refrain, 
' To tell what kings, what heroes rouft be (lain, 
And how much blood the blufliing ear^ ihould (lain ? • 
Was it thatj! yet, the guilt was undecreed ? 
That yet our Pompey was not doomM to bleed ? 
Or chofe you wifely, rathei^ to afford 
A juit occafion to the patriot's fword ? z^o 

As if you feared t'avert the tyrant's doom« 
And^ hinder Brutus from avenging Rome ? 

Through the wide gates at length by force display M, 
Impetuous fallies the prophetic maidj 
Nor yet the holy rage was all fupprefs4i,i. ^9% 

Part of the god fliil heaving in herbreafl) 
Urg'd by the Daemon, yet fhe rolls her eyes, 
And wildly wanders o'er the fpacious ikies. . 
Now horrid purple flulhes in her face. 
And now a livid pale fupplies the place ; 300 * 
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A double madnefs paints her cheeks by turns^ 

With fear flic freezes, and with fury burns : 

Sad breathing fighs with heavy accent go, 

And doleful from her fainting bofom blow. 

So when no more the ftorm fonorous iings, ^ot; 

But noify Boreas hangs his weary wings-; 

In hollow groans the falling winds complaini 

And murmur o'er the hoarfe-refounding main. 

Now by degrees the fire acthereal fail'dy. 
And the dull human fenfe again prevailed ; ^19* 

While Phoebus, fudden, in a murky lhade>. 
Hid the paft vifion from the mortal maicL 
Thick clouds of dark o)>livion rife between. 
And fnatch.away at once the wondrous (cene-j 
Stretch*d on the ground the fainting prieftefs lies, 315., 
While to the Tripod, back, th* informing fpirit flies. 

Mean-while, fond Appius, erring in his fite, 
Dream'd of long, fafety, and a neutral ilate 5 
And, ere the great event of war. was known, 
FixM on Euboean Chalcis for his own. 34©. 

Fool ! to believe that power coi\ld ward the blow. 
Or fnatch thee from amidft the general woe I 
In times like thefe, what god but death can fave ? 
The world cun yield no refuge, but the grave. 
Where ftruggliflg fcas Charyftos rude conifaains, 325. 
And, dreadful to the proud, Rhamnufia reigns } . 
Where by the whirling current barks are toft 
From Chalcis to unlucky Auli-'s coaft ; 
There fhalt thoii meet the gods appointed doom^ 
A private dcath^ and long-remembcr'd tomb.. 330 

T*c 
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f o other wars the viftor now fucceeds, 
And his proud eagles from Iberia leads : 
When the changM gods his ruin feeaM to threst. 
And croTs the long Aiccefsful courfe of &te. 
Hbliidft his camp> and fearlefs of iiis foe6> 335 

Sudden he faw where inborn dangers rofe,- 
He faw thoTe m>ops that long had faithful ftood; y 
Friends to his caufe> andenemies tb good, i 

Grown weary of their cl^ief, and fatiated- with blood. J 
H^iether the trumpet-s^^ found too long had ceasM, 346 
And daughter ikpt in unaccuftom*d refti 
Or whether, arrogant by mifchief made^ 
The fotdio- held his guilt but half repay'd j^ 
Wktlft avarice and hope of' bribes prevaili ' -^ 

^um againft Caefar^ and his caufe^ the fcale,,- > 

And fet the' mercenary fword to fale» J' 

Nor, e'er before, fo truty could he read 
What dangers ftrow thofe paths the mighty tread. 
Then, iirft he found, on what a faithlefs bafe 
Their nodding towers ambitton^s builders place : 35# 
H^ who fo late, a potent fa£lion*s h^ad^ 
Drew in the nations^ and the legions led ; 
Now ftript of all, beheld in every harid 
The wan-iors weapons 'at their own command | 
Nor fervice now, nor fafety they afford, 355* 

But leave him lingle to his guardian fword. 
Nor is this rage the grutnbling of a croud^v 
That fhun to tell their diCcontents aloud 3 
Where all with gloomy looks fufpicious go. 
And dread of- an inforqier <;hokes their woe : 36* 

P4.r But,' 
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IButy bold in Auinber8> proudly they appear,. 
And fco'm the baihful mean r^ftraints of fear. 
For laws^ in great rebellionsy lofe their end, 
And all go free> when multitudes offend. 

Among the reft, one thus : At length ^tis time $&$ 
To quit thy caufe> oh Csfar ! and our crime : 
The world around for foes thou haft explored. 
And laviflily exposM us to the fword j 
To make thee great, a wortblefs crowd we fall, 
Scatter^ o^er Spain> o'er Italy, and Gaul j 370 

Jn every clime beneath the fpacious iky, 
Our leader conquers, and his ibldiers die. 
What boots our march beneath the frozen zone, ' 
Or that loft blood which ftains the Rhine and Rhone I 
When fcarrM with wounds, and worn with labours 

hard. 
We come with hopes of recompcnce prepared, 
Thou giv'ft us war, more war, for our reward. 
Though purple rivers in thy caufe we fpilt, 
And ftain'd our horrid hands in every guilt j 
With unavailing wickednefs we toilM, jSo 

In vain the gods, in vain the fenate fpoil'd j 
Of virtue, and reward, alike beieft. 
Our pious poverty is all we Ve left. 
Say to what height thy daring arms would rife ? 
If Rome 's too little, what can e'er fuffice ? 385 

Oh, fee at length ! with pity, Caefar, fee, 
Thefe withering ^rms, thefe hairs grown white for thee. 
In painful wars our joylefs days have paft. 
Let weary age lie down on peace at laft ; 

Give 
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Give us> on bed's, oup dying limbs to lay, 3^ 

And figh, at home, our parting ibtih away. 

Nor tbmk it much we make the bold demand. 

And aik this wondrous favour at thy hand : 

Let our poor babes and weeping wives be by, 

Ta-clofe our drooping eyelids when we die. 3^5. 

Be merciful, and let dileafe afford 

Some other way to die, befide the (word i 

Let us no more a common carnage burn. 

But each be laid in his own decent urn. 

Still wilt thou urge us, ignorant and blind^ 400 

To fome more monftrous mifchief yet behind f 

Are we the oiily fools, forbid to know 

How much we may deferve by one fure blow > 

Thy head, thy head is ours, whenever we pleafe ; 

Well has thy war infpir^d fuch thoughts as thefe : 405- 

What laws, what oaths, can urge their feeble bands. 

To hinder thefe determined daring hands > 

That Caefar, who was. once ordain'd our head. 

When to the Rhine our lawful arms he led> 

Is now no more our chieftain, but our mate i 410 

Guilt equal, gives equality of flate. 

Nor (hall his foul ingratitude prevail,. 

Nor weigh our merits in his^ partial fcale; 

He views our labours with a fcomful glance, 

And calls our victories the works of chance : 415 

But his proud heart, henceforth, fhall learn to own» 

His power, his fate, depends on us alone. 

Yes, Caefar, fpite of all thofe rods that wait. 

With mean obfequious fervice, pn thy ftaie k 

Spite 
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Spite of thy gods, and thee, the war (hall ceafe, 42V 
And we thy foldiers will comnoand a peace. 

He fpoke, and Herce tumultuous rage infpir-d. 
The kindling legions* round the camp were fir'd, 
And with loud cries their abfent chief required. 

Permit it thus, ye righteous gods, to be 5 4^5. 

Let wicked hands fulfil your great decree ; 
And, fince \o^ faith and virtue are no more. 
Let Caefar's bands the public peace reftore. 
What leader had not now been chill'd with fear. 
And heard this tumult with the laft defpair ? 430 

But Caelar, formed for perils tard and great, 
Headlong to drive, and brave oppofing fate ^, 
While yet with fierce^ fires their furies flame. 
Secure,, and fcornful of the danger, came. 
Nor was he wroth to fee the madnefs^rife, 435 

And mark the vengeance, threatening in their eyes j 
With pleafure could he crown their cui-ft defigns, 
With rapes of matrons, and the fpoils of fhrines j 
Had they but afkM it, well he could approve 
The wafte and plunder of Tarpeian Jove : 440 

No mifchief he, no facrilege, denies. 
But would himfelf beftow the horrid pri^e. 
With joy he fees their fouls by rage pofleft. 
Sooths and indulges every frantic breaft, 
And only fears what reafon may fuggeft. 
Still, Caefar, wilt thou tiead the paths of blood ? 
Wilt thou, thou fingly, hate thy country's good I 
Shall the rude foldier firft of war complain. 
And teach thee to be pitiful in vaia^ 

Give 
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Cr ive o^er at lengtb> and let thy labours ceafe, 4.50 

Nor vex. the worlds but learn to fulFer peace. 

"Why (houldft thou force each, novir, uawilling hand. 

And drive them on to guilt, by thy command? 

When ev*n relenting rage.itielf. gives place. 

And £erce £nya feems to ihun thy face. 455 

High on a turfy bank the chief was rearM, 
Fearlefs, and therefore wocthy to be fear'dj. 
Around the croud he caft an angry look. 
And, dreadful, thus with indignation fpoke: 

Ye noify herd ! who in fo fierce a ftrain 46* 

Againft your abTent leader dare complain: 
Behold ! where naked and unarmM he ftands,- 
And braves the malice of your threatening hands. 
Here find your end of war, your long- fought reft. 
And leave your ufelefs fwords in Caefar^s breaft. 465 : 
But wherefore urge I the bold deed to you ? 
To rail, is all your feeble rage can do. 
In grumbling factions are you bold and loud, 
Gan fow fedition, and increafe a croud j 
You ! who can loath the glories of the great, 47# 
And poorly meditate a bafe retreat. 
But, hence ! be gone from viftory and me, . 
Leave me to what my better fates decree : 
New friends, new troops, my fortune ihall afford, 
And find a hand for every vacant fword. 475^ 

Behold, what crouds on flying Pompey wait, 
What multitudes attend his abje6t ftate.' 
And fhall fuccefs, and Caefar, droop the while .^ *% 
Shall I want numbers to divide the fpoil, > 

And reap the fruits of your forgotten toil? -^ 

5 Lcgioas 
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L«gions fliall come to end the bloodlefs war. 

And ihouting follow my triumphal car. 

While you, a vulgar, mean, abandon^ race. 

Shall view our honours with a downward face," 

And curfe yourfelves in fecret as we pafs, 

Can your vain aid, can your departing force. 

Withhold my conqueft, or delay my courfe ? 

So trickling brooks their waters may deny. 

And hope to leave the mighty ocean dtyi 

The deep fhall ftJU be full, and fcom the^oor fupplyi 

Nor think fuch vulgar fouls as yours were given. 

To be the tafk of fate, and care of heaven : 

Few are the lordly, the diftingurlVd great. 

On whom the watchful gods, like guardians, wait :' 

The reft for common ufe were afl defign'd, 495 

Ah unregarded rabble of mankind. 

By my aufpicibus name, and fortime, led, ^ 

Wide o'er the world your conquering arms were fpread, ^ 

But fay, what had you done, with Porapey at your head ? 3 

Vaft was the feme by Labienus won, s^m 

When rank'^^d- amidft my warlike friends, he fhone : 

Now mark what follows on his faithful change. 

And fee him with his chief new-chofen range ; 

By land, and fea, where-e'er my arms he fpies. 

An ignominious runagate he flies. 505 

Such fhall you prove. Nor is it worth my care. 

Whether to Pompey's aid your arms you bear : 

Who quits his leader, wherefoe*er he go. 

Flies like a traitor, and becomes my foe. 

Yes, ye great gods t your kinder care I own, $!• 

You made the faith of thefe faife legions known : 

You 
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"^You warn me well to change thefe coward bands. 
Nor truft my fate to fuch betraying hands. 
'And thou too. Fortune, poinfft me out the way, 
A mighty d«bt, tiius, cheaply '^to repay s 515 

Henceforth my care regards myftlf alone, 
War^s glorioot gain ihall now be'all49y own* 
For you, ye -vulgar herd, in peace 'return. 
My enfigns fhall by-- manly hands be borne. 
Some few of you my ientence here ihall wait, 510 
And warn fucceeding fa6lions by your fate. 
l>own 1 groveling down to earth, ye traitors, bend^^. • 
And with your proftrate necks, my doom attend. 
'And you, ye younger ftriplings of the war, 
Yxiu, whom I mean to make my future carej 525 
Strike Home i to bloody to death, inure your hands, 
And learn to execute my dread commands. 

He fpoke ; and, at the impious ibund difinayTd, 
The trembling unrefifting^roud obeyM : 
No more their late equality they boai):, 539 

But bend beneath his frown afuppliant hoft. 
Singly fecure, he ftands confefsM their lord. 
And rules, in fpite of him, the foldier^s fword. 
Doubtful, at firft, their patience he furveys. 
And wonders why each haughty heart obeys j 5.5^ 
Beyond his hopes he fees the ftubbom bow. 
And bare their breads obedient to the blow$ 
Till ev^n liis cooler thoughts the deed difclaim. 
And would not find their fiercer (buls fo tame* 
A few, at length, fele^ed from the reft, 540 

Bled for example $ and the tumult ceas'd ^ 

While 
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While the cbnfenting hoft die viflims view'd, 
Andy in that bloody their broken faith renew'd. 

Now to Bnindufitnn^s walk he bide them tend. 
Where ten long days their weary marches end ; 54^ 
There he commands aifenibling barks to meet. 
And fumiih from the neighbouring Ihores his fleet. 
Thither the crooked keels from Leuca -glide, 
"From Taras old, and Hydrus' winding tide 5 
Thither with fwelling fails their ^way they take, 550 
^From lowly Sipns, and Salapia^s lake ; 
dP*rom where Apulia's fruitful mountains rife. 
Where high along the coaft Gargamis lies, 
.And beating feas and fighting winds defies. 

Mean- while the chief to Rome dire6b his way, 555 
Hiovr fearful, awM, and fafhion!d to his fway. 
There, with mock prayers, the fuppliant vulgar wait. 
And urge on him the great dilator's flate. 
^'Obedient he, fince thus their wills ordain, 
A gracious tyrant condefcends to reign. ^^# 

xHis mighty name the joyful Fafti wear, 
•Worthy to ufher in the curft Pharfalian year. 
Then was the time, when fycophants beg^n 
To heap all titles on one lordly man 5 
Then learnM our fires that fawning lying ftrain, ^6^ 
Which we, their flavifh fons, fo well retain : 
Then, firft, were feen to join, an ill-matchM pair, 
I The ax of juftice, with the fword of war 5 
F'afces, and eagles, mingling, march along. 
And in proud Caefar's train promifcuous throng. 57* 
And while all powers in him alone unite, 

iHe mocks the people with the ihews of right. 

The 
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The Martian field th* alTembling tribes receives, 
.And each his unregarded. fuffrage gives j 
Still with the fame folemnity of face, * 575 

Tile reverend augur feems to fill his place : 
Though now he hears not when the thunders roll. 
Nor fees the flight of the ill-boding owl. 
Then funk the ftate and dignity of Rome, 
Thence monthly confuls nominally come : 51* 

Juft as the Sovereign bids» their names appear. 
To head the calendar, and mark the year. 
Then too, to finiih out the pageant fhow. 
With formal rites to Alban Jove they go } 
By night the feftival was huddled o*er, 58^ 

Hot could the god, unworthy, aik for more ; 
JHe who look'd on, and faw fuch foul ctifgrace,] 
Such (lavery befall his Trojan race. 

Now Cxfar, like the flame that cuts the flcies, 
^nd fwifter than the vengeful tigrefs, flies 
Where wafte and overgrown A4>ulia lies $ 
O'er-paffing foon the rude abandoned plains, 
JBrundufium's crooked fliores, and Cretan VTalls he gains. 
Xoud Boreas there his navy clofe confines. 
While wary feamen dread the wintcry figns* 59J 

But he, th* impatient chief, difdains to (pare 
Thofe hours that better may be fpent in war i 
He grieves to fee his ready fleet withheld. 
While others boldly plow the watery field. 59^ 

JEager to rouze their floth, behold, (he cries) 
The conftant wind that rules the wintery jQues, 
With what aifittled certainty it flie$ \ 

,Unlike 
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Unlike die wanton fickle gales, that bring 
The cloudy Changes of the faithlefs fpring. 
Nor need we now to <hifty to tack, and veer : 605 
Steady the friendly north commands to fteer. 
Oh! that the fury of the driving blaft 
May fwell the fail, and bend the lofty maft. 
■ Soy (hall our navy (oon be wafted o*er, -j 

£ce yon Phaeacian gallies dip the oar, > 

And intercept the wiih^d«for Grecian ihore. , 3 

Cut every cable then, and hafte away } -6i % 

^The waiting winds and feasupbraidour long-delay^ 

Low in the weft the (ettiii^ fun was laid, 
^p roie the night in glittering ftars arrayed. 
And filver Cynthia caft a lengthening Ihade $ 
When loofing- from the ihoie the moving fleet. 
All hands at once unfurl the fpreading iheet $ 
The flacker tacklings let the canvas flow. 
To gather all the breath the winds can blow, 6ao 

Swift, for a while, they feud before the wind. 
And leave Hefperia^s leflening fliores behind $ 
When, lo I the dying breeze begins to fail. 
And flutters on the mafl: the flagging fail : 
The duller waves with flower heavings creep, 625 
And a dead calm benumbs the lazy deep. 
As when? the winter's potent breath conflrains 
The Scythian Euxine in her icy chains ; 
JNo more the Bofphori their ftreams maintain. 
Nor rufliing Ifter heaves the languid main s 630 

Each keel indosM, at once forgets its courfe, 
While o'er the new-msKie champion bounds the horfe : 

4 Bold 
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Bold on the cryftaJ plains the Thracians ride. 

And print with founding keels the ftable tide< 

So^ill a form th* Ionian waters take» 6'^^ 

JDuil as the muddy marlh and fianiing lake 1 

No breezes o*er the curling furface pafs, 

Kor fun-beams tremble in the liquid glafs | 

No ufual turns revolving' Tethys knows, 

^or with alternate rollings ebbs and flows.: 640 

But fluggifh ocean ileeps in ihipid peace. 

And weary nature's motions feem to ceafe. 

With differing eyes the hoftile fleets beheld 

The falling winds, and ufelefs watery field. 

There Pompey's daring powers attempt in vain 64$ , 

To plow their paffage through th' unyielding main j 

While, pinch'd by want, proud C«far's legions here 

The dire diftrefs of meagre famine fear, 

With vows unknown before they reach the ikies, 

That waves may dalh, and mounting billows rife j 650 

That ftorms may with returning fury reign. 

And the rude ocean be itfelf again. 

At length the ftill, the fluggifti darknefs fled. 

And cloudy morning rear'd its louring head. 

The rolling flood the gliding navy bore, 655 

An^ hills appeared to pafs upon the fliore. 

Attending breezes waft them to the land. 

And Csdar's anchors bite Palaefle's flrand. 

In neighbouring camps the hoUile chiefs fit down. 
Where Genufus the fvvift, and Apfus run 5 66a 

Among th' ignobler croud of rivers, thefe 
Soon lofe their waters in the mingling feas » 
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No mighty ftreams nor diflant fprings they kno^^^ 

But rife from muddy lakes, and melting fnow. 

Here meet the rivals who the world divide, ^65 

Once by the tcndereft bands of kindred tyM. 

The world with joy their interview beheld. 

Now only parted by a fingle field. ' 

Fond of the hopes of peace, mankind believe. 

Whene'er they come thus near, they muft forgive. 670 

Vain hopes ! for foon they part to meet no more, 

Till both fhall reach the curft Egyptian ftiore j 

Till the proud father fliall in arms fucceed. 

And fee his vanquifhM fon untimely bleed ; 674. 

Till he beholds his afhes on the ftrand. 

Views his pale head within a villain's hand 5 

Till Pompey's fate ftiall Caefar's tears demand. 

The latter yet his eager rage reftrains. 
While Antony the lingering troops detains. 679 

Hepining much, and griev'd at war's delay. 
Impatient Caefar often chides his ftay, 
Oft he is heard to threat, and humbly oft to pray. 

Still ihall the world (he cries) thus anxious wait ? 
Still wilt thou ftop the gods, and hinder fate ? 
'What could be done before, was done by me : 685 
Now ready fortune only ftays for thee. 
What holds thee then '? Do rocks thy courfe withftand ? 
Or Libyan Syrts oppofe their faithlefs ftrand ? 
Or doft thou fear new dangers to explore ? 
I call thee not, but where I pafs-d before. 690 

For all thofe hours thou lofeft, I complain. 
And fue tp heaven for profperous winds in vain. 

My 
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My foldiers (often has their faith been try'd) 

If not withheld, had haftenM to my fiSe. 

"What toil, what hazards will they not partake ? 695 

What feas and fiiipwrecks fcom, for Csefar^s fake ? 

Nor will I think the gods fo psglial are. 

To give thee fair Anfonia for thy (hare $ 

While Caefar, and the fenatc, are forgot, 

And in Epirus bo«nd their barren lot. 70^ 

In words like thefe, he calls him oft in vain. 
And thus the hafly miffiyes oft complain. 
At length the lucky chief, who oft had found 
What vaft fuccefs his raiher darings crown 'd ; 
Who faw how much the favouring gods had done, 705 
Nor would be wanting, when they urg'd him on j 
Fierce, and impatient of the tedious ftay, 
Rcfolves by night to prove the doubtful way : 
Bold, in a fingle ikifF, he means to go. 
And tempt thofe feas that navies dare not plow. 710 

'Twas now the time when cares and labour ceafe, 
And ev'n the rage of arms was hu(h*d to peace : 
Snatch'd from their guilt and toil, the wretched lay^i 
And flept the founder for the painful day. 
Through the fiill camp the night's third hourrefounda. 
And warns the fecond watches to their rounds $ 
When through the horrors of the murky ihade. 
Secret the careful warriors footfteps tread. 
His train, unknowing, ilept within his tent. 
And fortune only follow'd where he went. 710 

With filent anger h$ percetv'd, around. 
The ilcepy fentinels beftrew the ground s 
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Yet, unrefvoTuigy xmw, he paitM tkem o'er. 
And fought with eag«r liafle the wiiiding (hoax. 
Thtre throagh theglooa, hit icarching eyes explored, 7%^ 
Whcr« to the moukiering Fock a bark was Aoor*d. 
The mighty mafar cf this Kttls hoat. 
Securely Hept widiin a neigbbeudng cot 3 
No mafly beaqis fup^^rt h^ humhle haU, 
But reeds and marfty mfhes wore Ac wall ; 7^^ 

Old ihatjler^^ pIsiikiBg fer a roof waa (prsac^ 
And coverM in iirom rain the »^edy flied. 
Thrice oa the feeble door the wanrior ftruck. 
Beneath tha blow the tranfoling dwelling flwok. 734 
What wretch forlorn {the poor Amyclas €iic«> 
Drivep by the raging fea9> asd Aormy flues^ 
To my poor lowly roof for iheltcr flies ? 
He fpoke ; and hafty left his homely bed. 
With oozy flags and withering fea-weed fpread. 
Then from the hearth the fkioking match he takes, 749 
And in the tow the droufy fire -awakes $ 
Dry leaves, and chips, for fuel, he fupplies, 
Ti||l kindling fparks and flittering- flaaaes arife. 
Oh happy poverty ! thou greateft good, 
' Befl^w'd by heaven, but feldom underilood I. 745 

H^'e nor die cruel fpoilcr feeks his prey, 
Kor ruthlefs armies take their dreadful way : 
Security thy narrow limits keeps. 
Safe are thy cottages, and found thy fle^s* 
Behold ! ye dangerous dwellings of the great, 759 
Where gods and godlike princes chooie their feat^ 
jSee in what peacci the poor Amyclaa lies, 
KorAarta^ though Csdar*t call commands to rife. 

What 
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What terrors had you f&lt, that call to hear ! ^ 

How had your towers and ranpaitt (kook with fear, V 
And trembled, as the mighty man drew neiur ! ^ 

The door unbarr'd : £xpe£i (the leader faid) 
Beyond thy hopes, or wites, to be paid | 
If in this inftant hour thou waft me o*«r, 
rWith fpecdy haftie, to yon Hefperian (bore. f (k>, 

No more ihall want thy weary hand cimibrain, 
*To work thy bark upon the boillerous main : . 
Henceforth good days and plenty fhall betide ; 
The gods and I will fbr thy age provide. 
A glorious change attends thy low eftatr. 
Sudden and mighty riches round the wait $ 
Be wife, and ufe the lucky hour of fate. 

Thus he $ and though in humble veftments drefsM, 
Spite of himfelf, his words his power expreis^d. 
And Csefar in his bounty ftood confefs^d. 770 

To him the wary pilot thus replies ; 
A thoufand omens .threaten from the ikies $ 
A thoufand boding (igns my foul affright, 
And warn me not to tempt the feas by nights 
In clouds the fetting fun obfcur*d his head, 775 

Nor painted o'er the ruddy weft with red : 
Now north, now fbqthj he ihot his parted beam8> 
And tipp'd the fullen black with golden gleams : 
Pale fhone his middle orb with faindfli-rays, 
And fuffer'd mortal e3res at eafe to gaze. 7 So 

Nor rofe the filver queen of night ferene. 
Supine and dull her blunted horns were feen, 
With foggy ftains and cloudy blot^ between. 

Q;3 Dreadful 
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Dreadful awhile flie (hone all fiery red, 

Then ficken'd into pale, and hid her drooping head. 78*5 

Nor lefs I fear from that hoarfe hollow roar, 

In leafy groves, and on the founding ihore. 

In various turns the doubtful dolphins plav, 

And thwart, and run acrofs, and mix their way. 

The cormorants the watery deep forfake, 790 

And foaring herns avoid the plafhy lake"; 

While, waddling on the margin of the main. 

The crow bewets her, and prevents the rain. 

Howe'er, if fome great enterprize demand. 

Behold, I proffer thee my willing hand : 795 

My venturous bark the troubled deep fliall try, ^ 

To thy wifh*d port her plunging prow (hall ply, > 

Unlefs the feas refolve to beat us by. ^ 

He fpoke ; and fpread his canvas to' the wind, 
Unmoor'd his boTit|r ^nd left the fhore behind. 8o« 

Swift flew the nimble keel ^ and as they paft. 
Long trails of light the fhootlng meteors caftj 
Ev'n the fixM fires above in motion feem, 
Shake through the blaft, and dart a quivering beam ; 
Black horrors on the gloomy ocean brood, 805 

And in long ridges rolls the threatening flood ; 
While loud and louder murmuring winds arife. 
And growl from every- quarter of the fkies. 
When thus the trembling mafter, pale with fear, 
Behold what wrath the dreadful gods prepare j 810 
My art is at a lofs; the various tide 
Beats my unftable bark on every fide : 
From the north-weft the fetting current fwells. 
While fouthern llorms the driving rack foretels. 814 

Howe'er 
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Howe'er it be, om purposed way is loft, -n 

Nor can one relick of our wreck be toft > 

By winds, like thefe, on fair Hefperla^s coaft. -3 

' Our only means of fafety is to yield. 
And meafure back with hafte the foam}» field ; 
To give our unfuccefsful labour o'er, 82* 

And reach, while yet we may, the neighbouring Ihore. 

But Caefar, ftill fuperior to diftrefsy 
Fearlefs, and confident of fure fuccefs,* 
Thus to the pilot loud — The feas defpife, - 
And the vain threatening of the noify ikies. 8^.5 

Though gods deny thee yon Aufonian ftrand j 
Yet, go, I charge thee, go at my. command. 
Thy ignorance alone can caufe thy fears^ 
Thou know'ft not what a freight thy veffel bears j 
Thou know ft not I am he, to whom 'tis given 830^ 
Never to want the care of watchful heaven* 
Obedient fortune waits my humble thrall. 
And always ready comes before I call. 
Let winds, and feas, loud wars at freedom wage. 
And wafte upon themfelves their empty rage 5 835 

A ftronger, mightier Daemon is thy friend. 
Thou, and thy bark, on Caefar's fate depend. 
Thou ftand'ft amaz'd to view this dreadful fcei>€ ; , 
And wonder'ft what the gods and fortune mean I 
But artfully their bounties thus they raife, 2^o 

And from my dangers arrogate new praifej 
Amidft the fears of death they bid me live. 
And ftill inhance what they are fure to give. 
Then leave yon ftiore behind with all thy hafte. 
Nor fhall this idle fury longer laft. S45 
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Thy keel aufpicious fhall die ftorm appeafe, 

Shall glide triumphant o'er the calmer Teas, 

And reack Brundufium^s fafer port with eafe. 

Nor can the gods ordain another now> 

*Ti8 what 1 want, and what they mvft beftow. S50 

Thus while in vaunting words the leader fpoke i 
Full on his bark, the thundering tempeft flruek y 
Off rips the rending canvas from the maft. 
And whirling flits before the diiving blafl j 
In every joint the groaning alder founds, 855. 

And gapes wide-opening with a thoufand wounds. 
Now, rifing all at once, and unconfin'd. 
From every quarter roars the ruling wind : 
Firft from the wide Atlantic ocean's bed, 
Tempeftuous Corns rears his dreadful head ; $So 

Th' obedient deep his potent breath controls, 
And, mountain-high, the foamy flood he rolls. 
Him the north-eaft encountering fierce defy'd. 
And back rebuffeted the yielding tide. 
The curling furges loud conflifting meet, 9>6$ 

Daih their proud heads, and bellow as they beat ; 
While piercing Boreas, from the Scythian ftrand. 
Plows up the waves, and fcoops the lowed: fand. 
Nor Eurus then, I ween, was left to dwell. 
Nor ihowery Notus in th' -ffiolian cell 5 ^o 

But each from every flde, his power to boaft. 
Ranged his proud forces, to defend his coaft. 
Equal in might, alike they flrive in vain, 
While in the midll the feas unmov'd remain : 
In lefler wars they yield to ftormy heaven, 875 

And captive waves to other deeps are driven $ 

The 
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The Tyrrhene billows dafh ^gean fliores. 

And Adria in the mixM Ionian roart. 

How then muft earth the fwelHng ocean dread, 

When floods ran higher than each mountain's head ! 880 

Su()je6l and low the trembling beldame lay. 

And gave hcrfelf for loft, the conquering' water's prey, » 

What other worlds, what feas unknown before. 

Then drove their billows on our beaten fliore ! 

What diftant deeps, their prodigies to boaft, 885: 

Heav'd their huge monfters on th' Aufonian coaft ! 

So when avenging Jove long time had hurl'd^ 

And tir'd his thunders on a hardened- world : 

New wrath, the god, new punifhment dilplay'd 

And caird his wxitery brother to his aid : gn© 

Offending earth to Neptune's lot he join'd, 

And bade his floods no longer (land confin'd j 

At once the furges o'er the nations rife. 

And feas are only bounded by the fkies. 

Such now the fpreading deluge had been feen, 895. 

Had not th' Almighty Ruler flood between j 

Proud waves the cloud-compelling fire obey'd, 

Confefs'd his hand fupprefling, and were flay'd. 

Nor was that gloom the common fhade of night> 
The friendly darknefs, that relieves the light j ^09 
But fearful, black, and horrible to tell, 
A murky vapour breath' d from yawning belt: 
So thick the mingling feas and clouds were hung. 
Scarce could the flruggling lightning gleam along. 
Through nature's frame the dire convulfion ftruck, 905 
Heaven groan'd, the labouring pole aijd axis fhook : 

Uproar, 



} 



ft34> ROW E'S POEMS. 

Uproar, and Chaos old, prevail'd again. 

And broke the facred elemental chain : 

Black fiends, unhallowM, fought the bleft abodes, 

Profan'd the.day, and mingled with the gods. 91O 

One only hope, when every other failM, 

With Caefar, and with nature's felf, prevallM j 

The ftorm that fought their ruin, provM them ftrong,. 

Nor could they fall, who flood that fhock fo long. 

High as Leucadia's leflening cliffs arife, 915 

On the tall billow's to^ the veflel flies ; 

While the pale mafter, from the furge's brow. 

With giddy eyes furveys the depth below. 

When flraight the gaping main at once divides. 

On naked fands the rufliing bark fabfldes. 

And the low liquid vale the topmaft hides. 

The trembling fliipman, all diftraught with fear. 

Forgets his courfe, and knows not how to fleer 5 

No more the ufelefs rudder guides the prow. 

To meet the rolling fwell, or ftiun the blow. 925 

But, lo ! the florm itfelf affiftance lends. 

While one aflaultsj another wave defends : 

This lays the fidelong alder on the main. 

And that reftores the leaning bark again. 

Obedient to the mighty winds flie plies, 93^ 

Now feeks the depths, and now invades the fkies 5 

The^e born aloft, flie apprehends no more. 

Or flioaly Safon, or Theflalia's fliore ; 

High hills flie dreads, and promontories now. 

And fears to touch Ceraunia's airy brow. 935 

At length the univerfal wreck appeared, 
To Cxfar's felf, ev'n worthy to be fear'd. 

Why 
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Why all thefe pains, this toil of fate (he cries) 

This labour of the feas, and earth, and Ikies ? 

All nature and the gods, at once alarim'd, 949 

Againft my little boat and roe are arm*d. 

If, oh ye Powers Divine ! your will decrees 

The glory of my death to thefe rude feas 5 

If warm, and in the fighting field to die. 

If that,, my firft of wifhes, you denyi 545 

My foul no longer at her lot repines. 

But yields to what your providence afllgns. 

Though immature I end my glorious days, 

Cut (hort my conqueft, and prevent new praife ; 

My life, already, ftands the nobleft theme, 959 

To fill longunnals of recording fanoe. 

Far northern nations own me for their lord. 

And envious faftions crouch beneath my fword j 

Inferior Pompey yields to me at home. 

And only fills a fecond place in Rome. 955 

My country lias my high behefts obey'd, - 

And at my feet her laws obedient laid ; 

All fovereignty, all honours are my own, 

Conful, diftator, I am all alone. 

But thou, my only goddefs, and my friend. 

Thou, on whom all my fecret prayers attend, 

Conceal, oh Fortune 1 this inglorious end. 

Let none on earth, let none befide thee, know 

I funk thus poorly to the /hades below. 

Difpofe, ye gods ! my carcafe as you pleafe> 965 

Deep let it drown beneath thefe raging feas j 

I a{k no urn my afhes to infold. 

Nor marble monuments, nor /brines of gold j 
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Let but the world, unknowing of nay doom, 
£xpe6l me flill, and think I am to come ; 9.70 

/^D.ihall my name with terror iHli be heard. 
And my return in every nation fear*d. 

He fpoke, and fudden, wondrous to behold. 
High on a tenth huge wate his bark was roll d ; 
Nor funk again, alternate, as before, 975 

But ruihing, lodg'd, and fix'd upon the fliore. 
Rome and his fortune were at once reftor'd. 
And earth again received him fotr her lord. 

Now, through the camp his late arrival told. 
The warriors croud, their leader to behold ; 980 

in tears, around, the murmuring legions ftand. 
And welcome him, with fond complaints, to land. 

What means too-daring Cacfar (thus they cry) 
To tempt the ruthlefs feas, and ftormy fky ? 
,What a vile helplefs herd had we been left, 985 

Of every hope at once in thee bereft ? 
While on thy life fo many thoufands wait, 
While nations live dependent on thy fate, 
While the whole world on thee, their head, rely-, 
Tis cruel in thee to confent to die. 990 

And could*ft thou not one faithful foldier find. 
One equal to his mighty mailer's mind. 
One that defervM not to be left behind ? 
While tumbling billows toft thee on the main. 
We flept at eafe, unknowing of thy pain. 995 

Were we the caufe, oh fhame ! unworthy we. 
That urgM Ihee on to brave the raging fea ? 
Is there a flave whofe head thou hold'ft fo light. 
To give him up to this tempeftuous night ? 

While 
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While Caefar, whom the fubje£l earth oheys« xooq 

To feafons f^uch as thefe, his facred (k\i betrays* 

Still wilt thou weary out indulgent heaven^ 

And fcatter all the laviih gods have given ? 

Doft thou the care of providence empley^ 

Only to fave thee when the feat run high i looy 

Aufpicious Jove thy wiihes would promote j 

Thou aflc'ft the fafety of a Jeaky boat : 

He proffers thee the world's fuprenw eommaRd 5 

Thy hopes afpire no farther than to iaiidj, 

And caft thy (kipwreck on th^ Hefpertan ibaiid. 

In kind reproaches thus they wafte the night, 
Till the gray caft difclosM the breakisg light : 
Serene the fun his beamy fact diipkiyM, 
While the tir'd ftorm and weary waves were laid* 
Speedy the Latian chiefs unfurl their fails, ioi| 

And catch the gently-riiing niMthem gales t 
In fair appearance the tall veiTels glide, 
The pilots, and the wind, conipire to gnide^ 
And waft them ikly o^r the fmoother tide t 
Decent they move, like fome well-ordered band, I0jk» 
In rang'd battalions marchii^g o*er the land. 
Night fell at length, the winds the faih ^orfook. 
And a dead calm the beauteous order broke. 
So when, from' Stryraon's wintery banks, the cranea. 
In feathered legions, cut th^ sethereal plains i loa^ 
To warmer Nile they bend their airy way, 
FormM in long lines, and rankM in juft arrays 
But if fome rufhing ftorm the journey crofs^ 
The wingy leaders all are at a lofs4 

Now 
5 
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Now clofe^ now loofe, the breaking fquadrons fly, 103^ 
And fcatter in confufion o'er the iky. 
The day retumM, with Phoebus Aufter rofe. 
And hard upon the draining canvas blows. 
Scudding afore him fwift the fleet he bore, 
O'er-pafling Lyflus, to Nymphaeum's fliore ; 
There fafe from northern winds, within the port they 
moor. 
While thus united Caefar's arms appear, 
And fortune draws the great decision near j 
Sad Pompey's foul uneafy thoughts infeft. 
And his Cornelia pains his anxious breail. 1040 

To diftaQt Lefli>os fain he would remove. 
Far from the war, the partner of his love. 
Oh, who can fpeak, what numbers can reveal, 
The.tenderneTs, which piotjs lovers feel ? 
Who can their fecret pangs and forrows tell, 1045 

With all the croud of cares that in their bofoms dwell ? 
See what new pafiions now the hero knows, 
Now firft he doubts fuccefs, and fears his foes 5 
^ome and the world he hazards in the ftrife. 
And gives up all to fortune, but his wife. 1050 

Oft he |)repares to fpeak, but knows not how, 
Knows they rauft pait, but cannot bid her go 3 * 
Defers the killing news with fond delay. 
And, lingering, puts off Fate from day to day. 
The fleeting ftiades began to leave the (ky, 1055 

And fluraber foft forfook the drooping eye : 
When, with fond arms, the fair Cornelia preft 
Her lord, relu^ant^ to her fnowy bread : 

•• Wonder- 
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Wondering, fhe found he fhunn'd her juft embrace, 
And felt warm tears upon his manly face. 1060 

Heart-wounded with tlie fudden woe, Ihe griev'd. 
And fcarce the weeping warrior yet believ'd. 
When, with a groan, thus he : My trueft wife. 
To fay how much I love thee more than life. 
Poorly expreffes what my heart would (how, 1065 

Since life, alas I is grown my burden now ; 
That long, too long delay M, that dreadful doom. 
That cruel parting hour at length is come. 
Fierce, haughty, and colle£ted in his might. 
Advancing Caefar calls me to the fight. 1070) 

Hafte then, my gentle love, from war retreat j 
The Lefbian ifle attends thy peaceful feat : 
Nor feek, oh ! feelc not to increafe my cares. 
Seek not to change my purpofe with thy prayers $ 
iMyfelf, in Vain, the fruitlefs fuit have try'd, 1075 
And my own pleading heart has been deny'd. 
Think not, thy diftance will increafe thy fear ; 
Ruin, if ruin comes, will foon be near. 
Too foon the fatal news fliall reach thy ear. 
Nor burns thy heart with juft and equal fires, loZo 
Nor doft thou love as virtue's law requires ; 
If thofe foft eyes can ev'n thy hu(band bear. 
Red with the ftains of blood, and guilty wrar. 
When horrid trumpets found their dire alarms. 
Shall I indulge my forrows with thy charms. 
And rife to battle from thefe tender arms? 
Thus mournful, from thee, rather let me go. 
And join thy abfence to the public woe* 

4 . But 
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But tiiou be hidf be Cait from every fear, 
While kings and nations in deftru6kion ihare : 1059 i 
Shun thou the cniih of my impending fate. 
Nor let it fall on thee with all its weight. 
Then if the gods my overthrow ordain. 
And the fierce viB^or chace me o*er the plain, 
trhou (halt be left me ftill, my better part. 
To footh my cares, and heal my broken heart j 
Thy open arms I ihall be Aire to meet. 
And fly with pleaiure to the dear retreat* 

Stunn'd and aftoniih'd at the deadly ftroke, 
tMi fenfe, at fu?ft, the matron fad forfook. 
/Motioni and life, and fpeech, at length j^turns. 
And thus in words of heavieft woe flie mourns 
No, Porapey ! 'tis not that my lord is dead, 
'Tis not the hand of fate has robb'd my bed j 
:!Bvit like fome bafe plebeian I am curs'd, 
And by my cruel huiband ftand divorced. 
But Caeiar bids us part ! thy father comes ! 
And we muft yield to what that tyrant dooms 
Is thy Cornelia's faith fo poorly known, 
That thpu ihould'ft think her fafer whilft aloi 
Are not our loves, our lives, our fortunes 01 
Canft thou, inhuman, drive me from thy fide] 
And bid my fingle head the coming fiorm abl 
Do I not read thy purpofe in thy eye? 
Doil thou not hope, and wiih, ev'n now to dlH|izi^5 
And can I then be fafe ? Yet death is free. 
That laft relief is not deny'd to me ; 
Though banifli'd by thy harlh command I 
' Yet I will join thee in the realms below* 

iTkou 
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Than bidft me with the pangs of abfence ftrivc, 1120 
Lndj til! I htiar thy certain lofs, furvive. 

vow'd obedience, what it can, (hall bear ; 
It, ob ! my heart 's a wonuin, and I fear, 
fhe good i(ods, indulgent to my prayer, 
uld make the l:iw8 of Rome, and thee, their care; 
Iti Biftant climes I may prolong my woe, 112^ 

lAnAbe (he laft thy viftory to know. 

I On f^me bleak rock that frowns upon the deep, 
Ij\ cQ^fbnt watch thy weeping wife fhall keep 5 

I I bfre tV /m each iail misfortune fhall I guefs, n 30 
I A lid iii'e:id the bark that brings rae thy iuccefs. 
iNoriJiali thofe happier tidings end my fear, 

IThfe vatiquifli'd foe may bring npw danger near ; 
IX>efVi3caiLf:!i 1 may ftill be made a prize, 
I A net Cfibr fnatch me with him^ as he flies : 11 35 

j \Vjt|^ft^ my known retreat he (hall explore, 
■- gneat name diitingui/hes the fliopc ; 
; the Leibian exile ftand reveal'd, 
£jpf Pom^jey cannot live concealed. 
lo>r-n) i ing powers thy <:aufe ferfake, 1 140 
\hh only laft requeft I make 5 
[ Ihait be of troops and friends bereft, 
I And Jlllcld fli 2^ht is all thy iafety left | 
Oh 1 foilaw Eot the di6lates of thy heart, 
Eut choofe a refuge in fome diftant part, xi45 

Wheie-e*er thy unaufpicious bark fhall fteer. 
Thy faii Coriielia's fatal Ihore forbear, 
^inct CseBiT wiJl be fure to feek thee there. 
So faylttgt wiih a groan the matron fled, 
I And, Mf iW ^^h furrow, left her holy bed i x 1 5» 

' R SU^ 
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She fees all lingering, all delays are vain. 
And rulhes headlong to poflefs the pain j 
Nor will the hurry of her griefs afford 
One laft embrace from her forfaken lord. 
Uncommon cruel was the fate, for two, 
Whofe lives had lafted long, and been Co true, 
To AoCc the pleafure of one laft acHea. 
In'^all the woful days that crofs'd their blifs. 
Sure never hour was known fo fad as this j 
By what they#fuffer'.d now, inur'd to pain. 
They met all after- forrows with difdain, 
Asd fortune fliot her envious (hafts in vain. 

Low on the ground the fainting dame is laid j 
Her train officious haften to her aid : 
Then gently rearing, with a careful hand, -1265 

Support her, flow-defcending o'er the ftrand. 
There, while with eager arms (he grafp'd the ihore^ 
Scarcely the mourner to the bark they bore. 
Not half this grief of heart, thefe pangs, Ihe knew. 
When from her native Italy Ihe flew 1 1x70 

Lonely, and comfortlefs, ihe takes her flight. 
Sad feems the day, and long the fleeplefs night. 
In vain her maids the downy xouch provide. 
She wants the tender partner of her fide. 
When weary oft in heavinefs ihe lies, 1175 

And dozy flumber fteals Aipon her eyes 5 
Fain, with fond arms, her lord ihe would have prefl. 
But weeps to find the pillow at her breail. 
Though raging in her veins a fever bums. 
Painful ihe Ikh ^^ reiUefs oftihe tum$« ^1^9 

6he 
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She (huns his facred fide with awful fear^ 

Asd would not be convincM he is not there* 

But» oh { too foon the want fhall be fupplyM^ 

The gods too cruelly for that provide : 

^gain, the circling hours bring back her lord« xxt5 

And Pompey Ihall be fatally rcftdr'd. 
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LUCAN'S PHARSALIA. 

B O O K VI. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Caefar an4 Pompey lying now near Dyrrhachium., 
after feveral marches and counter-marches, the 
former with incredible diligence runs a vaft line, or 
work, round the camp of the latter. This, Pompey, 
after fufFering for want of pi'oviiions, and a very 
gallant refiftance of Scaeva, a centurion of Caefar's, 
at length breaks through. After this^ Caefar makes 
another unfuccefsful attempt upon a part of Pompey's 
^rmy, and then marches away into Theflaly : And 
Pompey, againft the perfuaiion and counfel of his 
friends, follows him. After a defcription of the 
ancient inhabitants, the boundaries, the moun- 
tains, and rivers of Theffaly ; the poet takes ocr 
cafion, from this country being famous for witch- 
, craft, to introduce Sextus Pompeius, inquiring the 
event of the civil war from the forcerefs Eriftho. 

NOW, near encamp'd, each on a neighbouring 
height. 
The Latian chiefe prepare for fudden fight. 
The rival pair feem hither brought by fate, -y 

As if the gods would end the dire debate, > 

And here determine of the Roman ftatc. ' -3 

Caefar, intent upon his boftile fon^ 6 

Demands a conqueft here, and here alone ; 
Negle£ls what laurels captive towns muft yield. 
And fcorns the ha^reft of the Grecian fields 

1 Iin- 
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Impatient he provokes the fatal day, -^ 

Ordained to give Rome's liberties away, C. 

And leave the world the greedy viGtofB prey. J 

Eager, that laft, great chance of war he waits,- 

Where eithcr's fall determines both their fates. 

Thrice, on the hills, all drawn- in dread array, 15 

His threatening eagles wide their wings difplay ; 

Thrice, but in vain, bis hoftile arms he Afcw'd,' 

His ready rage, and thirft of Lat^an blood. 

But when he faw, how cautious Pompey's care. 

Safe in his camp, declined the proflfer'd w&r ; 20' 

Through woody paths hfc bent his fecrtt way, 

And meant to make Dyrrhachium's towers his prey. 

This Pompey faw; and fwiftly fliot before,' 

With fpeedy marches on the fandy fliore r 

Till on Taulantian Petra's top he ftayM,- 25* 

Sheltering the city with his timely aid. 

This place, nor walls, nor trenches deep can boaft. 

The works of labour, and exp6nfive coft. 

Vain prodigality • and labour vain! 

Loft is the lavifhM wealth, and loft -the fhiitlefs pain ! 30^ 

What walls, what towers foe'er they rear fublirae, 

Muft yield to wars, or more deftniftive time ; 

While fences like^Byrrhachium's fortrefs made, V 

Where nature's hand the fure foundation laid, > 

And with her ftrength the naked town array'd, 3 

Shall ftand fecure againft the warrior's rage, 36' 

Nor fear the ruinous decays of age; 

Guarded, around, by fteepy rocks it lies. 

And all accefs from laud, but one, denies* 

R3 No 
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But foaming fuiges break, and fwelling tides S" 



No yentnrotts veff^l there in iafety rides. 
But foaming fuiges break, and fwelling i 
Koll roaring on, and wafli the craiggy fides : 



} 



Or when contentious winds more rudely blow, ^ 
Then mounting o^er the topmaft cliff they flow, > 
Burft on the lofty domes, and daih the town below. ^ 
Here CxGa*s daring heart vaft hopes conceives, dfi 
And high with war's vindictive pleafures heaves 5 
Much he revolves within his thoughtful mind, 
Ho\^, in this camp, the foe may be confinM, 
With ample lines from hill to hill defignM* 
Secret and fwift he means the taik to try, 5% 

And runs each difiance over with his eye. 
Vaft heaps of fod and verdant turf are brought. 
And ftones in deep laborious quarries wrought ; 
Each Grecian dwelling round the work fupplies, ^^ 
And fudden ramparts from their ruins rife. 
With wondrous ftrength the ftable mound they rear, 
Such as th' impetuous ram can never fear, 
Nor hoftile might o'erturn, nor forceful engine tear. 
Through hills, refiftlefs, Cafar plains his way, 60 
And makes the rough unequal rocks obey. 
Here deep, beneath, the gaping trenches lie, , 
There forts advance their airy turrets high. 
Around vaft trails of land the labours wind. 
Wide fields and forefts in the circle bind. 
And hold as in a toil the favage kind. 
Nor ev'n the foe too ftriftly pent remains. 
At large he forages upon the plains 5 
The vaft inclofure gives free leave around. 
Oft to decamp, and (hift the various ground. 70 

Here, 
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H^e, from far fountains, ftreams their channels trace, 

And, while they wander through the tedious fpace. 

Run many a mile their long extended race j 

While Tome, quite worn and weary of the way, 

Sink, and are loft before they -reach the fea ; 75 

Fv'n Caefar'6 felf, when through the workslie goes. 

Tires in the tnidft, and ftojVs to take repofe. 

Let fame no more .record the walls of Troy, 

"Which gods alone could build; and gods deftroyj 

Nbr let the Parthian wonder, to have feen So 

The labours of the Babylonian queen : 

Behold this large, this fpacious trafl of ground! 

Like that, which Tigris or Orontes bound j 

Behold this land ! that majefty might bring. 

And form a kingdom for an eaftern king j 85 

Behold a Latian chief this land incloie, , 

Amidft the tumult of impending foes : * 

He bade the walls arlfe, and as he bade they rofe. 

But ah ! vain pride of power \ ah ! fruitlefs boaft » 

Ev'n thefe, thefe mighty labours are all loft ! 90 

ATorce like this what barriers could withftand ? 

Seas muft have fled, and yielded to the land 5 

The lovers ftiores united might have ftood. 

Spite of the Hellefpont's oppofmg flood j 

While the ^gean and Ionian tide. 

Might meeting o'er the vanquifti'd Ifthdnis ride. 

And Argive realms from Corinth's walls divide j 

This power might change unwilling nature's face> 

Unfix each order, and remove each place. 

R 4. . Here, 
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Here, as if closM within a lift> the war i:0{3t 

Does all its valiant combatants prepare ; 

Here ardent glows the blood, which f^te ordains 

To dye the Libyan and Emathian plains ; 

Here the whole rage q£. civil difcord joined, 

Struggles i^r room,, and fcorns to be cionfin'd, 105 

Nor yet, while Caefar his firfl: labours try'd. 
The warlike toil by Pompey was defcry'd. 
So, in raid Sicily> delightful plain. 
Safe from the horrid found, the happy fwain 
Dreads not IpudScylla barkipg q'er the mai^i* 
So, northern Britons never hear the roar in 

Of feaSy that break on the far Cantian ihore* 
Soon as the rifmg ramparts hoftile height. 
And towers advancing, ftruck his anxious iight. 
Sudden from Petra's fafer camp he led, 115 

And wide his legipns ox) the hills. difpread ; . 
So, Csefar, forc'd his numbers to extend. 
More feebly might each various ftrength defend. 
His camp far o'er the large, inclofure reachM, 
And guarded lines along the front were ftretchMj 120 
Far as Rcme's diftance from Aricia's groves, 
(Aricia yfhk\i the. chafte Diana loves) 
Far as from Konr.e old Tiber fecks tlie fea, 
I)id,he not wander in his winding way. 124.. 

While yet no fignals for the fight prepare^ 
Unbidden, fome the javelin dart from far, 
And, ikirmiftiing, provoke, the lingering war. 
But deeper care? the thoughtful chiefs diftrefs, 
A^d mgye^ the foldisis ardour to reprefs. 

Pompey, 
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Pompey, with fecret anxious thought, beheld, 130' 

How trampling hoofs the rifing grafs repellM j 

Waile lie the ruflet fields, the generous fteed 

Seeks on the naked foil, in vain, to feed : 

Loathing froha racks of hufky ftraw he turns. 

And, pining, for the verdant pafture mourns, 135: 

No more his limbs their dying load fufbun. 

Aiming a ftride, he falters in the drain,. 

And fmks a ruin on th% withering plain : 

Dire maladies upon his vitals prey, ■ 

OifTolve his frame, and melt the roafs away; 14^ ■ 

Thence deadly plagues invade the lazy air. 

Reek to the clouds, and hang malignant there. 

From Nefis fuch, the- Stygian vapours rife. 

And with contagion taint the purer flcies 5 

Such do Typhoeus' fteamy caves convey, 145- 

And breathe blue poifons -on the golden day* 

Thence liquid ftreams the mingling plague receive, 

And deadly potions to the thirlty give : 

To man the mifchief fpreads, the fell difeafe 

In fatal draughts does on his entrails feize. 150 

A rugged fcurf, all loathfom to be feen. 

Spreads, like a bark, upon his filken fkin ; 

Malignant flames his fwelling eye-balls dart. 

And Teem with anguifli from their feats to ftart ; 

Fires o'er his- glowing cheeks and vifage Uray, ^SSJ 

And mark, in crimfon ftreaks, their burning way j 

Low droops his bead, declining from its height. 

And nods, and tottLXS with the fatal weight. 

With winged hafte the.fwift deilru6lion flies, . 

And fcaxce the foldier fickens ere he dies 3 . 160 
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Now falling crouds at once re/ign their breath. 

And doubly taint the noxious air with death. 

Garelefs their putrid carcafes are fpread $ 

And on the earth, their danlc unwholfome bed. 

The living reft in common with the dead. 

Here none the laft funereal rites receive j 

To be caft forth the camp, is all their friends can give, 

At length kind heaven their forrows bade to ceafe, 

Ahd ftaid the peftilential foe's increafe 5 

Frefli breezes from the fea begin to rife. 

While Boreas through the Jazy vapour flies. 

And fweeps, with healthy wings, the rank polluted 

ikies. 

Arriving vefl^ls now their freight unload. 
And fumifh plenteous harvefts from abroad : 
Nowfprightly ftrength,now chearful health,returns, 175 
And life's fair lamp, rekindled, brightly burns. 
But Caefar, unconfin'd, and camp'd on high. 
Feels not the mifchief of the fluggifh fky : 
On hills fublime he breathes the purer air, 
And-drinks no damps, nor poifonous vapours, there. iSft 
Yet hunger keen an equal plague is found j 
Famine and meagre want beflege him round : 
The fields,, as yet, no hopes of harveft wear. 
Nor yellow ftems difclofe the bearded ear. 
The fcatter'd vulgar fearch around the fields, 185 

And pluck whatever the doubtful hei'bage yields j 
Some ftrip the trees in every neighbouring wood. 
And with the cattle ftiare their graffy food. 
Whatever the fofiening flame can pliant make. 
Whatever the teeth, or labouring jaws, can break 5 190 - 

What 



I 



LUCAirS PHARSALIA, Bo©K VI. 451 

What flefh> what roots, what herbs foe^erthey get. 

Though new,, and ftrange to human tafte as yet. 

At once the greedy foldiers feizeand eat. 

What want, ^n^t pain foe^er they iindei|rD» 

Stil] they perfift in arms, and clofe befet die foe. 295 

At length, impatient longer to be held" 
Within the. bounds of one appointed -fields 
Of" every bar which might Us-paflage ftay, 
Pompey refolves to force his warlike way j 
Wide o*er the world the ranging war to lead^ soo 
And give his loofenM legions room to ipread. 
Nor takes he mean advantage from the night. 
Nor fteals a pafTage, nor declines the fight $ 
But bravely darts, difdainful of the foe. 
Through the proud towers and ramparts breach to go. 205 
Where fhlning fpears, and crefted helms are feen. 
Embattled thick to guard the walls- within $ 
Where all things death, where ruin all aflPord,- 
There Pompey marks a paflage for his fword. 
Near to the. camp a woody thicket lay, 
Glofe was the fhade, nor did the greeniward way^ 
With fmoky clouds of duft, the march betray, 
Hence, fudden they appear in dread array, 
Sfldden their wide-extended ranks difplay j 
At once the foe beholds witli wondering eyes. 
Where on broad wings Pompeian eagles rife 5 
At once the warriors ihouts and tnimpet>founds 

furprife. 

Scarce was the fword's deftrufiion needful here. 
So fwiftly ran before preventing fear j 

Sprae 
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Some fled amazM^ while vainly valiant {bme 

Stood; but to meet in arms a nobler doom. 

"Where-e'er they ftood>. now fcatter'd lie the flain. 

Scarce yet a few for coming deaths remain. 

And clouds of flying javelins fail in vain. 

Here fwift confuming flames the vigors throw, 225 

And here the ram impetuous^ aims a blow j 

Aloft the nodding turrets feel the ftroke, 

And the vafl rampart groans beneath the fliock. 

And now propitious fortune feem'd to doom 

Freedom and peaces to Pompcy,. and to Rome ; 23** 

High o'er the vanquifliM works his eagles tower> 

And vindicate the World from Caefar's power. 

But (what nor Ceefar, nor his fortune cou'd) 
What not ten thoufand warlike hands withHood, 
Scaeva refifts alone ; repels the force, 235- 

And ftops tlie rapid viftor in his courfe. 
Scasva ! a name erewhile to fame unknown^ 
And firft diiiinguifli'd on the Gallic Rhone; 
There fcen in hardy deeds of arms to fliine, 
He reached the honours of the Latian vine. 340 

IDaring and bold, and ever prone to ill, 
InurM to blood, and aftive to fulfil 
The di6latcs of a lawlefs tyrant's will ; 
Nor virtue's Icvc, nor reafon's laws he knew, 
But, carelefs of the right, for hire bisfword he drew. 245 
Thus courage by an impious caufe is curft. 
And he that is the braveft, is the word. 
Soon as he faw h.s fellows fliun the fight. 
And -feck their fafety in ignoble flight. 

Whence' 
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Whence does, he faid, this coward's terror grow, 250 

This Aiame, unknown to Caofar's aniift till now ? 

Can you, ye /laviih herd, thus tamely yield F 

Thus fly, unwoundeid, from the bloody field f 

Behold, where pii'd in flaughter-d heaps on Iiigh^ 

Pirm to the laft, your brave companions lie j 955 

Then blufh to think what wretched liyes you faye, 

prom what renown you ^jt from whslt a glorious grare« 

Though Acred fame, though virtue yield to fear, 

J«et rage, let indignation, k,eep you here. 

We ! we the weakeft« from the reft are chole^ a€9 

To yield a paQage to our fcomful foes ! 

Yet, Pompey, yet, thou flialt be yet wlthttood. 

And ftain thy viAor's laurel deep in blood. 

With pride, 'tis true, with joy I ihould haft dy'd, 

if haply I had fall'n by Csefar's fide 5 

But fortune has the nd»le death deny'd* 

Then Pompey, thou, thou on my fame ilialt wait. 

Do thou be witne&, and applaud my fate. 

I^ow puih we on, difdain we now to fear, 

A thoufand wouads let every bofom bear, 

Till the keen fword be blunt, be broke the pointed 

fpear. 
And iee the clouds of dufty battle riie I 
^ark how the ihout runt rattling thron^^ tbe Ikiea ! 
The diibnt legions catch the founds £ipm far. 
And Csfar likens to the thundering war, • S75 ' 
He comes, he conaes, yet ere hit ibldier dieSy 
like lightning £rn£k the winged wanior ffiet % 
Hafte then to death, to conqueft hafte awaf | 
Wf II do we fall, for C«far wii»t tbe day* 
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H(e fpoke> and ftnigbt, as at the trumpet's foundt ito 
'. Rekindled wannth in every breaft was found $ 
.Aecaird fron^ fligbt, the youth admiring wait. 
To marfc^^'r daring leUow4bldier*s fate. 
To iee^fhapljr virtue jnight prevail, 
. Ai&dy ev*n beyond their hppes, do more than greatly faiL 
High on the tottering wall he rears his head, aS6 
'With (lau^terM carca(es aeound him ipread | 
With nervous arms upUftiag thefe he throws* 
Theie rolls pppieffive,. on afcending foes. 
i: Each where materials for his fiiry lie, %^^ 

And all the ready ruins arms iupply : 
tEven his^fieree ielf he leems to aim below, 
^Headlong to flwot,- and dying dart a blow* 
IVqw his tdugh ftaff repels the fierce attack. 
And tumbling, drives the bold affiulants back : £95 
: Now heads, now hands he lopsj die carcafe falls, 
Whilft the clenched fingers gripe the topmoft walls : 
lUere ftones he heaves ; the mafs defcending fuU, 
^Cniihes thd brain,- and-lhivers the frail fcull. 29^ 

Here burning pitchy brands he whirls around j 
d[hfix*d, the flsunes hifs in the liquid wound, 
.^eep drenched in death, in flowing crimfon drownM. 
And now the fwelling heaps 6f ilaiif^terM foes, 
• Sublune and equal -to- the fbrtreA rofej 
'Whence, forward, with a leap, at once he iprung, 305 
-Akd ihot himfelf amidft the hoftile throng. 
^So daring, fierce with rage, fo void of fear, 
.Bounds forth the ipotted pard^ and fcoms the hunter^^ 
fpcar, 

The 
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^ke clofing ranks the warrior (Iraight enfold^ 
Andy compafsM in their fteely circle, hold* 3X# 

Undaunted ftiU, around the ring he roamf. 
Fights here and there, and every where jo'ercomes.} 
.Ttn, cloggM with blood, hiS'iWord obeys but iU 
The ^6bitet of its.v^ngefuL.mafter^s will $ 
^ Edgelefs it falls, and though it pierce no ^ more, 3 s| 
Still bi-eakf die batter^iTboneiB, and^bruiies (ore. 
. Mean time, .on him, the crouding war is bent^ 
And darts from jevery hand> to him areicnt i 
It looked as fortune did in odds delight 
And had in cruel iport ordain*d the fight f }»• 

Av wondrous match of warihe feem*d. ta mricfj 
Her thousands here, and there her one to ftaki; $ 
. As if oa nightly terms in' Ms they am. 
And armies were but equal to the man. 
A thoufand darts upon his buckler ring^ 33;^ 

Athoufand javelins rouikd his tennples iingi 
Hard bearing on .his head* with: many a blov^ 
His fteely.helm is inward taught to^bow. 
The milTive arms, fix'd all around, Jie wcars» 
And ev'n Ills fafety in his wounds he bean, 
Fenc'd with a fatal wood, a deadly grove of fpears* 
Ceafe, ye Pompeian warnors 1 ceafe the ftrift^ 
. Nor, vainly, thus attempt this fingle lift^} 
Your darts, yoiu: idle javelins caft aiide. 
And other arms for Scaeva*s death provtde4 ^$3J 

The forceful rams refTftlefs lioms prepare, 
With all the.ponderous raft machines -of «warj 
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Xet dreadful flaaaet, let niafly rocks l>e throwii. 
With eng^net thunder on, and break him down^ 
And win this Cx(kf$ foldier^ like a town. 
At lengthy hit fate difdaining to dela^r, %4J 

He hurls hit (hield*s neglected aid away, "" 
3lefolvet no part whatever from death to hide. 
But ftands unguarded now on cveiy fide. 
Incumber*d/6ce mlth mzny a painful wound, 345 

Cr$»rdy and ftiff' he* treads the hoftile round j 
:GlDomy and fteroe his «yes the croud furvey, 
JMark where to Bx» and fingk out the prey. 
;€uch^ by Getulian hunters compaisM in. 
The vaft unwieldy elephant is feen : 359 

.All covered with a fteely ihower from far, 
^flouzing he (hakes, and fheds the fcatterM war; 
;Jn vain the diftaht troops the fight renew, 
And with fir^ih rage the ftabbom foe purfue ; 
ILJnconquerM fUlI the mighty fa^age ftands, 355 

And fcoms the malice of a thoufand hands, 
^ot all the wounds a thoufand darts can make, 
t^hough all £nd place, a (ingle life can take. 
'When lo ! addreft with fome fuccefsful vow, 
A fliaft, furc flying from a Cretan bow, 360 

beneath the wai^ior^s brow was feen to light. 
And funk, deep piercing the left orb of fight. 
;Sut he (C;} rage infpirM, and mad dlfdain) 
Remorfelefs fell, and fenfelefi* of the pain, 364. 

"Tore forth the bearded arrow from the wound, -» 
With ftringy nerves befmear'd and wrapp'd around, ^ 
And ftamp'd the gory jelly on the ground. ^ 

i So 
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So In Pannonian woods the growling bear, 
TVansiixM, grows fiercer for tbe honter^s (fp^r, 
Tt^rhs on her wound> runs maddlxig round with pain> 
And catches at the flying (hafit in Tain. 
Jpown from his eyelefs hollow ran the bloody. 
Xnd hideous oV his mangled vifage flowed j 
I)eform*4 each awful, each feverer gracet. 
^d veiTd tl^ manly terrors. of bis face.' . 375 

The vi^rs liife tiieir jo]rfu( voices high, . 
And wiih loud triumph ftnkc tbe vaulte4. 4^:< 
Not Caefar thus a geoesal joy had ijprail«^ . ; , 
Though Cae{ar*s felf like Scseira thus bad b1cd« 
Anxiousy the wounded ibidier, in bis bieji^. . ^ 

The rifing indignation deejp repreft, > 

And thus> in hjamble vein, his haughty foes ^dreft : ^ 
Here let your rage, ye Romans, ceafe, be £ud> . 
And lend your fellow-citizeii your aid i 
Ko more your darts nor ufelds javelins try^. . n 

Thefe^ which I bear, will deaths enow fupply, V 
Draw forth your weapons, and behold I die. j 

Or rath^ bear me hence, and let me meet 
My doom beneath the mighty Pbmpey^s feet : 
*T#ere great, 'twere brave, to fall in arms, 'tis true, 
But I renounce that glorious fate for you. 
Fain would I yet prolong this vital breath. 
And quh even Cxfar, fo I fly from death. 
The wretched Auius liften^d to the wile. 
Intent and greedy of the future fpoil 5 5^5 

Advancing fondly on, with heedlefs eale. 
He thought the captive and his arms to feire, 

S When, 
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When, ere he was aware, hh thundering fword 
Deep in his throat the ready Scaeva gor'd. 
WarmM with the (laughter, with frefti rage he bumc^ 
And vigour with the new fuccefs returns. , 

So may they fall (he faid) by juft deceit, "^ 

Such be their iate, fuch as this fool has met, > 

Who dare believe that I am vanquifli'd yet I . -J 

If you would ftop the vengeance of my fwordy J 

From Caefar's mercy 1)e your peace implorM, > 

There let yout leader kneel, and humbjy own hk lord, j 
Me ! could you meanly dace to fancy, me 
Bafe, like yourfelves, and fond of life to be ! 
But knbw, not all the names which grace your caufe^ 
Vour reverend fenate, and your boafted laws, 
Not Pompey's felf, not all for which you fear. 
Were e'er to you, like death to Scaeva, dear. 
Thus -whale "he fpokc, a rifing duft betray 'd 
Csiarian legions marching to his aid. 4x5 

Now Pompey's troops with prudence feem to yield. 
And to -mcrealing numbers quit the field ; 
]>ifl*embliiig fhame, they hide their foul defeat. 
Nor vanquifkM by a fingle arm retreat. 
Then fell the warrior, for till then he ftood ; 4ft« 

His manly mind fupply*d the want of blood. 
It feemM as rage had kindled life anew. 
And courage to oppofe, from oppoiition grew* 
But now, when none were left him to repel. 
Fainting for want of foes, the vi^lor felL 415 

Straight with officious hafte his friends draw xiear. 
And, railing, joy the noble load to bear : 
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To revoencfi and religious awe iaclm*d9 y 

J^dmlnngf they adore his mighty mindy ^ 

That god within his mangled hreaft inlhrin'd. ^ 

The wounding weapons, iUin^d with ScsBva^s bloody 
Xike facred feiics to the gods are vowM : 
JPorth are they drawn front eiiery part with care, 
And kept to drsTs the naked God of War. 
Oh ! happy foldier, had thy wbrth been try'df 
In pious darings on thy country's fide 1 
Oh ! had thy fwofd Iberian battles known^ 
-Or purple with Cantabrian daughter grown | 
vHo>v had thy name in dcathle& annals (honal 
But now no Roman Psean ihalt thou fing^ 
Nor peaceful triumphs to thy- country brings 
Nor loudly h\e&. in folemn pomp ihalt mov^t 
Through cfMiding (IreetSy to Capitolian J«TC^ 
The laws defender^ and. the people's love : 
Oh, haplefs vi6lor thou I oh, vainly brave ! 445 

How haft thou fought, t^ make thyfelf a ikv« I 

Nor.Ponpdy« thus i>epttls*d, the iight decUnc^t 
Nor refts encompafsM KHind by Cssfar's linos 1 
Once vthve be means* tt> force his warlike way, 
J^nd yet retrieve t^ l«rt\ifie ^ the day. 45* 

Sb when* fierce winds with angry ocean ftrivQ» 
j^uilon the beach the beating billows dn^Wf 
Stable awhile the lofty mounds abido^ 
Clwck the proud fiirge, and ftay the fwelling tide : 
Yet reftlefs ftilLthe waves unwearyM roll, 4^5 

Work underneath at length, and fap the finking mole* 
With force renewed the baffled warrior beads. 
Where to the fhore the jutting wall extends i 

3 z There 
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There proves, by land and fea, his various might. 

And wins his pafTage by the double fight. 460 

Wide o'er the plains diffused his legions range, 

And their dofc camp for freer fields exchange. 

So, rais'd by melting ftreamii of Alpine fnow. 

Beyond his utmoft margin iWells the Po, 

And loofely lets the fpreading' deluge flow s 

Where-e'cr the weaker banktf oppreft retreat. 

And fink beneath the heapy waters weight. 

Forth gufhing at Ae breach, they burfl their way. 

And wafteful 6*tr the drowned country flray : 

Far diftant fields and meads they wander o'er, 470 

And vifit lands they never knew before ; 

Here, from its feat the mouldering earth is torn. 

And by the flood to other maibrs borne ; 

While gathering, there, it heaps the growing foil. 

And loads the peafant with his neighbour's fpoil. 475 

Soon as afcending high, a rifing flame, 
To Cse'far's fight, the combat's fignal, came. 
Swift to the place approaching near, he found 
The ruin fcatter'd by the viftor round. 
And his proud labours humbled to the ground. 
Thence to the hoflile camp his eyes he turns. 
Where for their peace, ard fleep fecure, he mourns. 
With rancorous defpite, and envious anguifh, bums, 
At length refolv'd (fo rage infpir'd his bread) 
He means to break the happy viftor's reft 5 485 

Once more to kindle up the fatal ftrife. 
And dafh their joys with hazard of his life. 
Straight to Torquatus fierce he bends his way, 
(Torquatus near a neighbouring caftle lay) 

But 



] 



] 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book VI. 261 

But he, by prudent caution taught to yield* 490 

Trufts to his walls, and quits the open field $ 

There, fafe within himfelf, he ftands his ground. 

And lines the guarded rampart ftrongly round* 

So when the feamen from afar defcry 

The clouds grow black upon the lowering (ky, 

Hear the winds roar, and mark the Teas run high, 

They furl the fluttering iheet with timely care, 

And wifely for the coming ftorm prepare. 

But now the vi6lor, with refiftlefs hafte. 

Proud o'er the ramparts of the fort had pail | 500 

When fwift defcending from the rifing grounds, 

Pompey with lengthening files the foe furrounds. 

As when in Etna's hollow caves below, 

Kound the vaft furnace kindling whirlwinds blow ; 

RouzM in his baleful bower the giant roars, 505 

And with a burft the burning deluge pours $ 

Then pale with horror ihrieks the fhuddering fwain. 

To fee the fiery ruin fpread the plain. 

Nor with lefs horror Caefar's bands behold 

Huge hoftile dufty clouds their rear infold ; 5i« 

Unknowing whom to meet, or whom to ihun. 

Blind with their fear, full on their fates they run. 

Well, on that day, the world repofe had gainM, 

And bold rebellion's blood had all been drained. 

Had not the pious chief the rage of war reftrain'd 

Oh, Rome ! how free, how happy hadft thou been 1 

Thy own great miftrefs, and the nations queen I 

Had Sylla, then, thy great avenger ftood, 

And dy'd his thirfty fword in ti^tors blood. 

S3 B^t, 
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* Bvlty oh 1 ler titer ilUilt tlioo nHw bemoan 
The two rcMranHMir ^y -iWKh tlMMx weit undone^ 
The Mliika Mbgr, and too tender Ton. 
With hMfkjf Pompef, htA Aoa ^MuTd, 
And given the blackeft cr«ne Ihe bet: reward i 
Kow had ikst okie, one bi^py day* withheld $25 

The blo^ of Utica, and Mvnda's field I 
The Pharian Nile had teewta' no crime more great 
Than fome vile Ptokm^*^ ^irtimely i^te $ ^ 
Nor AMc9 thtn, lior fofea, had bemoanM^ 
ItoScipw^sbldbd (be Pttnic'gbofts atoned i 5^dt 

Cato had, {or hit cOoixtry^ good, forviv'd. 
And loB^in ^eace a'hosby patriot livM ^ 
Rome had not w^am t iyfiuiff a hated chains 
And Fate had undeere«d Fharfalia*s plain. 

But CasftuTj weary of th* uhlucky land, 3^35 

Swift to ^mathia leads his ihatterM band ; 
While Pompey- 8 wary friends, with caution wife. 
To quit the baffled foe's purfuit advifc. 
To Italy they point his open way, 
And bid him make the willing land his prey. 540* 
Oh ! neveir, (he replies) -(hall Pompey come, 
Like-Cseirar arm'd, and teneible to Kome ; 
Nor need -I from thofe facred walls have fled. 
Could I 'have -borne onr fbeefs with (laughter red. 
And feen the Forum pird With heaps of dead. 
Much radier let tne pine in Scythia's froft. 
Or bum qn fwarthy Libya's fultry coaft j 
No clime, no diftant region, is too far. 
Where I can banifh, with me, fatal war. 

I fled. 
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I fled, to bid my country's forrows cea/ej 550 

And (hall my vidorie« invade her peace*? 
Let her but fafe and free from arms remam. 
And Caefar ftill (hall think flie wears his chain. 

He fpoke, and eaftward fought the fbreft wide. 
That rifmg clothes Candavia's fliady fide 5 $$j^ 

Thence to ^mathia took his deftin'd way, 
Referv'd by fate for the deciding day. 

Where Bums blows, and wintery funs arife, 
ThefTaiia's boundary proiid O^ lies ; 
But when the god protra£^s the longer day, 560 

Pelion'ft broad back receives the dawning ray. 
Where through the Lion*s fiery fign he flies,. 
Othrys his leafy groves for fhades fuppHes* 
On Pindus ftrikes the fady weftem lights 
When glittering Vefper leads the ftarry night. 565 
Northward, Olympus hides the lamps, that roll 
Their paler fires around tfie frozen pole. 
The middle fpace, a valley low deprefsM, 
Once a wide, lazy, ftanding lake poflefs'd j 
While growing ftill the heapy waters ftood, 570 

Nor down through Tempe ran the nifhing flood i- 
But when Alcides to the tafk apply*d. 
And cleft a paflage through the mountains wide i, 
Guftiing at once the thundering torrent flow"d. 
While Nereus groan'd beneath th* increafing load^ 575 
Then rofe (oh, that it ftill a lake had lain !) 
Above the waves Pharfalia^s fatal plain. 
Once fubjeft to the great Achilles' reign. 
Then Phylace was built, whofe warriors boaft 
Their chief firft landed on the Trojan coaftj 583 

S 4. Then 
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Then Pteleotxaabcr circling wall anmnd. 

And Doriottt fpr the Mu^* wrath ienown*d t 

Then Trachin high, and Melibosa ftood. 

Where Herc«le$ hit £ual ihafts befiowMi 

Lariflk Itrong arofe, and Argot, now 585 

A plain, fuhmitted to the labouring plow. 

tlat ftood the town, if there be truth in fiune^ 

That from Boeotian Thebes receiY'd its name^ 

Here fad Agavf*8 wandering ienic returned. 

Here for her murderM Ion the mother moum'd i 5fO 

With ftreaniing tears flic walh*d his gbaftly head. 

And on the funeral pile the preciouf reHek laid. 

The gafliing waters irariotts ibon divide* 
And every tvm nilea a feparate tide i ^ 
The narrow JEm runs a limpid flood, 5f 5 

Evenos bbiihes with the Centaur's blood i 
That g<ently mingles with th* Ionian £ea. 
While this> through Calydonla, cuts his way* 
Slowly fair lo^s aged father falls. 
And in hoarfe murmurs his loft daughter calls« 6ee 
Thick Acheloiis rolls his troubled waves. 
And heavily the neighbour iiles he laves ^ 
While pure Amphryfus winds along the mead, 
Where Phcebus once was wont his flocks to feed : 
Oft on the banka he iiit a fliepberd fwain, 605: 

And watched hia charge upon the gn£fy plain. 
Swift to the main his courie Sperchios bends. 
And, founding, to the Malian gulph defcends.. 
N6 breezy air near calm Anauros flies. 
No dewy mtftsi nor fleecy clouds arife,. • . 4ia 

Here. 
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Here Phot;nix, Melas, and Afopus rxin, 

And ftrong Apidanus drives flow Enipeut on. 

A thoufand little brooks, unknown to ^me. 

Are mix'd, aivd loft in Peneus* nobler nime s 

Bold Titarefus fcorns his rule, alone, 615 

And, join'd to Peneus, ftill himfelf is known s 

As o*er the land his haughty waters glide. 

And roll, unmingling, a Aiperior tide. 

*Tis faid, through fecret channels winding forth,. 

Deep as from Styx he takes his hallowed birth : 620 

Thence, proud to be rever'd by gods on high» 

He fcorns to mingle with a mean ally. 

When nfing grounds uprear'd at length their heads. 
And rivers flirunk within their oozy beds $ 
3cbrycians firft are faid, with early care, 625 

In furrows deep to (ink the fliining (hare. 
The Lelegians next, with equal toil. 
And Dolopes, invade the mellow ibil. 
To thefe the bold -ffiolidae fucceed, 
Magnetes, taught to rein the iiery fteed. 
And MInys, to explore the deep, decreed. 
Here pregnant by Ixion^s bold. embrace. 
The mother Cloud difclos^d the Centaurs* race : 
In Pelethronian caves flie brought them forth. 
And £ird the land with many a monfhrovs birth. 635 
Here dreadful Monychus firft faw the light. 
And prov'd on Pboloe's rtfuding rocks his might j 
Here talleft trees upix>oting Rhoecus bore. 
Which baffled ftorms had try'd in vain before* 
Here Pholus, of a gentler human breaft^ 64« 

Received the gieat Alcides for his gueft. 

Here, 
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Here, mik brute-forf , InftM tWw try'd 
To Tiolati tlw Imtd • bMuteoat biidcy 
Tis juftif ky tbe firtil ftaft 1m dy*d* 
This pirent ind ftbt piow Ictcb <oiifeft^ Iff 

Chiron^ of all the amble race the Wft : 
*MidJft gcUen ftars ius ftaads vefalgtift now» 
And threats the jfeorpion i^itli hit beaded bow. 
Here love of anM and battle itignM of M, 
AndfbrniM tbt firft TbeAIians fierce and bold : 65a 
Here, irom rode rocks, at N^tune^s potent ftroke. 
Omen of war* dw Acigbing conrfer broke } 
Here, taught by ikitful riders to iubmit, 
. He cbaiiip*d ladignant on the foamy bit. 
From fair Thc&lia's FegtiSitun ihore, 
Tlie firft bold pine die daring vrarriors bore. 
And taught the ions of earth wide oceans to explore. 
Here, when Itonus held the regal ieat, 
The ftubboni fteel he firft fubdued with heat. 
And the tough bars on founding anvils beat : 
I4 furnaces he ran the liquid brafs, 
And caft in curious works the molten mafs. 
He taught the ruder artift to refine. 
Explored the filver and the golden mine. 
And ftamp'd the coftly metal into coin. 
From that old tm avarice was knovm. 
Then all the deadly feeds of war were fown ; 
Wide o'er the world, by tale, the mifchief ran, * 
And thofe curft pieces were the bane of man. 
Huge Python, here, in many a fcaly fold, 670 

To Cyrrha^s care a length enormous roird s 

5 Hence, 
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Hence, Pythian games the hardy Greek ft renown. 

And laurel wreaths the joyful Tidlor clown.. 

Here proud Alsus durft the gods defy. 

And taught his impious brood to fctle Ae flty : €7$ 

While mountains piPd on mountaim interfere 

With heaven's bright orbs, and ftop. the circling fphere. 

To tlvis curft land, by Fate's appointed doom. 
With one confent the warring leaders come ; 
Their camps are 6x'd, and now the vulgar iear, €Zo 
To fee the terrible event fo near^ 
A iew, and but a few, with ibuls ferene, 
. Wait the difclofing of the dubious icene. 
But Sextus, mix'd among the vulgar herd. 
Like them wan anxious, and unmanly fear'd : €tg 
A youth unworthy of the hero's race. 
And born to be his nobler fire's di%race. 

A day fhall come, when this inglorious fon 
Shall ftain the trophies all by Pompey won : 
A thitf, and fpoiler, (hall he live confefs'd, 690 

And aft thofe wrongs his father's arm redrefs'd. 
Vex'd with a coward's fond impatience now. 
He pries into that fate he fears to know ^ 
Nor feeks he, with religious vows, to move 
The Delphic Tripod, or Dodonian Jove j. 505 

No prieftly Augur's arts employs his cares. 
Nor Babylonian feers, who read the ftars j 
He nor by fibres, birds, or lightning's fires,. 
Nor any juft, though fecret, rites inquires ^ 
But horrid altars, and infernal powers. 
Dire myfteries of magic he explores. 
Such as high heaven and gracious Jove abhors. 
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He t]iia]E% ^ Ikde thofe abmre can know. 
And ftdu toeiiift affifiance horn below. 
The place itfelf, ttw inil^oiis means fuppliesy 705 

y^t Mar HKOMiiiaii bags incampM he lies : 
All dreadfiil deadtt aU monftrous fpnns of old, 
Bj inr mf«iited» and hj falfehood told, 
WhateV tranicends belief, and reaibn*8 new. 
Their art can furniflit and their power makes true, jf 
. -The pregnant' fields a horrid crop produce. 
Noxious, and fit for witchcraiit*s deadly ufe t ' 
With balefiil .weeds each moimtain'*8 brow is hung. 
And lifiening locks attend the charmer's fong* , 

There, potent and myfierious plants arife, 713 

PiaoU that coi^pei the gods, and awe the ikies } 
There, leaves unfolded to Medea's view. 
Such as her native Colchos never knew. 
Soon as the dread Haemonian voice aicends. 
Through the whole vaft expanfe, each power attends $ 
Ev'n all thofe fuUen deities, who know 
No care of heaven above, or earth below. 
Hear and obey. Th* Aflyrian then, in vain, 
And Mempbian priefts, their local gods detain j 
From every altar loofe at once they fly, 7x5 

-And with the fironger foreign call comply. 

The coldeft hearts Thefialian numbers warm. 
And nithlefs bofoms own the potent charm $ 
With monftrous power they rouze perverfe defire. 
And kindle into luft the wintery fire : 730 

Where noxious cups, and poifonous philtres fail, 
More potent fpells and myftic verfe prevail. 

No 
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No draughts fo ftrong the knots of love prepare, 

Cropt from her younglings by the parent mare. 

Oft, fullen bridegrooms, who unkindly fled . 735 

From blooming beauty, and the genial bed. 

Melt, as the thread runs on, amd fighing, feel 

The giddy whirling of the magic wheel. 

Whene'er the proud inchantrefs gives ^onunand^ 

Eternal moti<^n (lops her aAive hatad ; 74« 

No more heaven's rapid circles journey on« 

But univerfal nature ftands foredone : 

The lazy god of day forgets to rife, 

And everlafting night pollutes the fkiet. 

Jove wonders, to behold her ihake the pole, 745 

And, unconfenting, hears his thunders roll. 

Now, with a word, flie hides the fun^s bright face. 

And blots the viride aethereal azure fpace : 

Loofely, anon, flie (hakes her flowing hair. 

And ftraight the ftormy lowering heavens are fair : ^$9 

At once, flie calls the golden light again. 

The clouds fly fwift away, and flops the drizly rain. 

In ftilleft calms, flie bids the waves run high. 

And fmooths the deep, though Boreas fliakes the flcy ] 

When winds are hufli'd, her potent breath prevails, 755 

Wafts on the bark, and fills the flagging fails. 

Streams have run back at murmurs of her tongue. 

And torrents from the rock fufpended hung. 

No more the Nile his wonted feafons knows. 

And in a line the flraight Maeander flows. yS^ 

Arar has rufli^d with headlong waters down. 

And driven unwillingly the fluggifli Rhone, 

Huge 
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Huge mountBint have been IcveVd with the plain. 
And far from heaven ha3. tall Olympua lain, 
iiiphaean eryftal hM been known to melt, 765 

And Scythian inowa afvdden fummerfelt. 
No longer prefb by Cynlhia's moifter beam. 
Alternate Tethya heaves her dwelling ftream | 
By charms forbid, her tides resolve so move, 
^$ut ihun the margin of the guarded (hore« 779 

The ponderous earth, by magic numbe«» ftrucka 
-iDown to her inmoft centre deep has ihookf 
n'hen rending with « yawn, at onoe made way. 

To join the uppec^ and the nether day y . 
While wondering eye*, the drendfiil ckft between, 77$ 
.Another ftarry firmament have ften. ' 
lEadb deadly kind* by natiur form'd to kill, 

Fear the dire hsgs, aad execute their wilJL 
.«Lions, to them, tbor nobler rage.fuhbiat. 

And fiEiwning tigersveouch beneath their. feet$ ySo 

For them, theJbake»fbregoes her wintery hold. 

And on the hoary froft untwines her fold : 

The poiihttoas. race they ftrike with ftronger death. 

And blafted-Tipers die by human breath. 

•What bw the heavenly natures thus oonftrains, 78$ 

And binds ev^n godheads in.r^ftlefs chains ? 

What wondrous power do charms and herbs imply. 

And force them thus to .follow, and to fly? 

What is it can command them to obey ? 

Does choice incline, or awful terror fway ? 790 

Do fecret rites their deities atone, 

•Oi myftic piety tp man unknown? 

Bo 
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J^o ftrong enckantmeDts all inmiortals brave? 

Or is there one detennin'd god their flare ? 

One, whofe command obedient nature awet^ 

AVhoy Aibje& &iU himielf to magic lawl« 

A£l8 only as a fervile fecond cauie ? 

Magic the fbmry lamps from heaven can tear^ 

And (hoot them gleaming through the d%(kf air; 

Can blot fair Cynthia's countenance ferene^ io9 

And poilbn with foul ijpelU the filver queen a 

liow pale the ghaftly goddefs ihrinks with dreads 

And now black dnoky fires involvt her hsadj 

As when earth^6 envious interpoiii^ fliade^ 

Cuts off her. beamy brother from h^ aid t- So| 

JHeld by the charming ibng, ihe Ibiv^ in vain. 

And laboiurs wijth the long purfning pain ; 

Till down, and downward ftill, conipcll*d to come. 

On hallowM hecbs ihc ihcds her fatal feam. 

But thefey as arts Isoo gentle, and too good, 
•Vat yet with death, or gotlt enough embrved. 
With haughty foom the fierce Eridiio view'd. 
New mifchief ibe» new monfters dxaSt explore. 
And dealt in hoivors never known before. 
Prom towns and hoi^table roofs file flies^ Sxj 

And every dwelling of mankind defies $ 
Through unfrequented deferts lonely foaroe. 
Drives out the dead, and dwells within their tombs. 
Spite of all laws, which heaven or nature know. 
The rule of gods above, and man below j tio 

Orateful to hell the living hag descends. 
And fits in black afiembliea of the fieiidi*. 

Dark 
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Dark matted elf-locks dangling on her brow. 
Filthy, and foul, a loathfome burden grow : 
Ghaftly, and frigfatfiil -pale her f^ce is feen, Sif 

Unknown to chearful day, and (kies ferene : 
But when the ftars are vciVdf when ftornis arife. 
And the blue fbrky flame at midnight flies, 
Then, ibrth from graves, flie takes her wicked way. 
And thwarts the glancing lightnings as they play. S30 
Where-e>r flie breathes^ blue poifons round her 

fpread, 
The withering graft avows her fatal tread, 
And drooping Ceres hangs her blafted head. 
Kor holy rites, nor fuppliant prayer flie knows. 
Nor feeks the gods with fiuaifice, or vows : 835 

Whatever ihe offers is the fpoil of urns. 
And funeral fire upon her altars bums f 
Nor needs (he fend a fecond voice on high, 
Scar'd at the firft, the trembling gods comply. 

Ofc in the grave the living has flie laid, S40 

And bid reviving bodies leave the dead : 
Oft at the funeral pile (he feeks her prey. 
And bears the fmoking aflies warm away ; 
Snatches fome burning bone, or flaming brand. 
And tears the torch from the fad father's hand ; 84 < 
Seizes the ikroud's loofe fragments as they fly, 
And picks the coal where clammy juices fry. 
But when thedeadinmaible tombs are plac'd. 
Where the moift cai'cafe by degrees (hall wafle. 
There, greedily on every part (he flies, 8 

Strips the dry naijs, and digs the gory eyes. 
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Her teeth from gibbets gnaw the ftrangling noofe. 

And from the crofs dead murderers unloofe t 

.Her charms the ufe of fun-dryM marrow find. 

And hu&y entrails withered in the wind ; 855 

Oft drops the ropy gore upon her tongue. 

With cordy fSnews oft her jaws are (hung. 

And thus fufpended oft the fiithy hag has hung. 

Where-e*er the battle bleeds, and daughter lies. 

Thither, prerenting birds and beads, ihe hies i 869 

Nor then content to feize the ready prey. 

From their fell jaws flie tears their food away : 

She marks the hungry wolTs pernicious tooth. 

And joys to rend the morfel from his mouth. 

■Nor ever yet remorfe could ftop her hand, 865 

When human gorp her curfcd rites demand. 

Whether fome tender infant, yet unborn. 

From the lamenting mother's fide is torn | 

Whether her purpofe aiks fome bolder fhade, 

And by her knife, the ghqft (he wants, is made j 870 

Or whether, curious in the choice of blood, 

She catches the (irft gu(hing of the flood; 

All mifchief is of ufe, and every murder good. 

When blooming youths in early manhood die, 

She (lands a terrible attendant by 5 ^ 875 

The downy growth from off their checks (he tears. 

Or cuts left-handed Come fele^led hairs. 

Oft when in death her gafpiog kindred lay. 

Some pious office would (he feign to pay ; 

And while clofe hovering o'er thij bed (he hung, Z%o 

Bit the pale tips, and cropt the qiuvering tongue ; 

T " Then, 
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Then, in hoarfe murmurs, ere the ghoft could go, 
Muttefd forae meffage to the (hades below. 

A fame like this around the region fpread. 
To prove her power, the younger Pompey led. 88*5 
Now half her fable courfe the night had run. 
And low beneath us roll'd the beamy fun ; 
When the vile youth in filencexrofs'd the plain. 
Attended by his wonted worthlefs train. 
Through ruins wafte andold, long wandering round, 89® 
Lonely upon a rock, the hag they found. 
There, as it chanc'd, in fullen mood flie fate. 
Pondering upon the war'^ apjMroaching fate : 
At that fame hour, fhe ran new numbers o'er. 
And fpells unheard by hell itfelf before 5 89.5 

Fearful, left wavering deftiny might change, 
And bid the war in diftant regions range. 
She charmM Pharfalia's field with early care. 
To keep the warriors and the flaughter there. 
'So may her impious arts in triimiph reign, ^00 

And riot in the plenty of the ilain : 
•So, many a royal ghoft (he may command. 
Mangle dead heroes with a ruthlefs hand. 
And rob of many an urn Hefperia^s moutning land^ 
Already (he ei)joys the dreadful field, 905 

And thinks what fpoils the rival chiefs (hall yieldj 
"With what fell rage each corfe (he (hall invade. 
And fiy rapacious on the proftrate dead. 

To her, a lowly fuppliant, thus begun 
The noble Pompey'smuch unworthy fon : ai« 

Hail ! mighty miftrefs of Haemonian arts. 
To whom ftern Fate her dark, decrees imparts 5 

At 
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At thy approving, bids her purpofe (land. 

Or alters it at thy rever'd command. 

From thee, my humbler awful hopes prefume 915 

To learn my father'-s, and my country's doom i 

Nor think this grace to one unworthy done. 

When thou (halt know me for great Pompey's fon 5 

"With him, all fortunes am I born to fhare^ 

His nlin's partner, or his empire's heir. ^f 

Let not blind chance for ever wavering ftand. 

And awe us with her unrefolving hand : 

I own my mind unequal to the weight. 

Nor can I bear the pangs of doubtful fate t 

Let it be certain what we have to fear, 925 

And then — no matter— —Let the time draw near. 

Oh let thy charms this truth from heaven compel^ 

Or force the dreadful Stygian gods to tell. 

Call death, all pale and meagre, from below, 9J» 

And from herfelf her fatal purpoie ktiow; 

Conftrain'd by thee, the phantom ihall declare 

Whom ihe decrees to ftrike, and whom to fpare. 

Nor ever can thy Ikill divine forefee. 

Through the blind maze of long futurity. 

Events more worthy of thy arts, and thee. 

Pleas *d that her magic fame diffufely fliest 93^ 

Thus, with a horrid fmile, the hag replies. 

Hadft thou, oh noble youth, my aid implorM, 
For any lefs decifion of the fword j 
The gods, unwilling, fliould my power confefs, 949 
And crown thy wi/hes with a full fuccefs. 
Hadft thou defir'd fome fmgle friend to fave. 
Long had my charms withheld him from the grave : 
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Or would thy.httt fome (be this inftant doom, 
Hediesy though heayen decrees' him years to come. 94$ 
But when^MSb are to their caufes chained. 
From ev!^lafting» mightily, ordain'd^i 
When all things labour for one certain 'cnd, 
And on one action centre and depend : 
Then far beliind we own our arts are caft, ^959 

And magic is hy fbrtune^s power furpafs^d* 
fiowe>r, if yet thy foul can be content. 
Only to know that uadifclosM event } 
My potent charmt.o^er natuxe ihall prevail. 
And from a thoufimd mouths extort the tale t 955 
This truth the fields, ti^floods, the rocks, fliaU teK^ 
The thnndisr of high ha^van* or groans of heU z 
Thoni^ iaM, maw liiaJlf cncks remain. 
Among the retort Tjiffldw of yaader plain. 
Of theft a coHe our myisc <kes ihall raife, 960 

As yet unihruuk hf Titan^s parching blaxe | 
. So (hall no snuiAdie vocal pipes confound, 
jBut the &d Ande fliall breathe, diftin^ in human found* 

While o*er th* utabury'd heaps her footfteps tread. -> 

Wolves howPd, and fled wbcSD-eVr fhe took her way. 

And hungry -vultures left the mangled prey i 

The favage race, abafli*d, before her yield. 

And while fhe culls her prophet, quit the field. 970 

To various carcafes by turns ihe flies. 

And, griping with hor goiy fingers, tries ^ 

Till one of pdfe6l organs can be found. 

And fibrous lungs uninjurM by a wound* 



While yet ihe fpoke, a double darknefs fpread. 
Black clouds jmd murky fogs involve her head. 
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Of all the flitting ihadows of the (lain> 575 

Fate doubts which ghoft ihall turn to life again* 
At her ftrong bidding (fuch is her comnanct)' 
A/mies at once had left the Stygian ftraod; 
Heirs multitudes had waited^ui her charms. 
And legions of the dead had ris^n to arms. ^94$ 

Among the dreadful carnage (hvwM around. 
One, for her purpofe fit, at length (he found j 
In his pale jaws a rufty hook (he hung. 
And dragged the wretched lifelefs load along*^ 
Anon, beneath a craggy cliff ihe ftaid, 9S) 

And in a dreary delve her. burden laid j 
.There evermore the wicked witch delights 
To do her deeds accurs'd, and praftife hellii^ rites*: 
Low as' the realms where Stygian Jove is crowned, 
^ Subfides the gloomy vale within the ground j 990 

A downward grove, that never knew to rife. 
Or fhroot its leafy honours to the ikies, 
From hanging rocks declines its drooping head. 
And covers in the cave with dreadful (hade $ 
Within difmay, andiear, and darknefs dwell, 995 
And filth obfcene befmears the baleful celL 
There, lafting night no beamy dawning knowSf- 
No light Init fuch as magic ^ames difdoifi^. 
Heavy, as in Taenarian caverns, there 
In dull ftagnation fleeps the lazy aii* xooo ' 

There meet the boundaries of life and death, . 
The borders of our wocldj and that beneath.; . 
Thither the rulers of th' infernal court- 
Permit their airy va0als to refbrt*. 

Ts. Thence 
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Tfa^ce with like cafe the (brcerefs could teU, looff 

As if defcenjing down, the deeds of hell* 

And now ihe for the (blemn taik prepaies, ^ 

A mantle patchM with various threads ihe wears, C 

And binds, with twining (bakes, her wilder hairs* -^ 

All pale, for dread, the daftard youth ihe fpy^d, loia 

Heartlefs his mates ftood quivering by his fide. 

Be bold ! .(ihe cries) difmifs this abject fear | ^ 

Living and human ihall the form appear, > 

And breathe no founds but what ev^n you may hear* -^ 

How had your vile, your coward fouls been quclPd, 

Had you the livid Stygian lakes beheld $ xox6 

Heard the loud floods of rolling fulphiir roar. 

And burft in thunder on the burning ihore ? 

Had you furveyM yon pxifon-houfe of woe. 

And giants bound in adamant below ? xoxo 

Seen thevaft dog with curling vipers fwell. 

Heard fcreaming Furies, at my coming, yell, C 

Double their rage, and add new pains to hell ? ^ 

This faid, ihe runs the mangled carcafe o^er. 
And wipes from every wound the crufty gore j 1025 
Now with hot blood the frozen breaft ihe warms. 
And with ilrong lunar dews coniirms her charms. 
Anon ihe mingles every monibrous birth. 
Which nature, wayward and perverfe, brings forth. 
Nor entrails of the fpotted Lynx ihe lacks, 1030 

Nor bony joints from fell Hyaena*s backs ; 
Nor deer's hot marrow, nch with fnaky food ; 
Nor foam of raging dogs that iiy the flood. 
Her ilore the tardy Remora fuppiies, 
With ibnes from eagles warm, and dragons eyes ; 

Snake 
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Snakes that on pinions cut their airy way, 103^ 

And nirably o'er Arabian defcrts prey 5 

The viper bred in Erythraean ftrearas, 

To guard in coftly fhclls the growing gems 5 

The flough by Libya's homed ferpent call. 

With afhes by the dying Phoenix pjac*d 

On odorous altars in the fragrant eaft. 

To thefe fhe joins dire drugs without a name, 

A thoufand poifons never known to fame 5 

Herbs o^er whofe leaves the hag her fpells had fung. 

And wet with curfed fpittle as they fprung j 1046 

With every other mifchief moft abhorr'd. 

Which hell, or worfe Eriftho, could affojd. 

At length, in murmurs hoarfe her voice was heard, -j 
Her voice, be}-ond all plants, all magic fear'd, > 

And by the loweft Stygian gods rever'd. 3 

Her gabbling tongue a muttering tone confounds, 
Difcordant, and unlike to human founds : 
It feem'd, of dogs the bark, of wolves the howl. 
The doleful fkrecching of the midnight owl; 1055 

The hifs of fnakes, the hungry lion's roar. 
The bound of billows beating on the fliore ; 
The groan of winds amongft the leafy wood. 
And burft of thunder from the rending cloud 1 1059 
'Twas thefe, all thefe in one. At length fhe breaks 
Thus into magic verfe, and thus the gods befpeaks. 

Ye Furies ! and thou black accurfed hell ! 
Ye woes ! in which the daran'd for ever dwell j 
Chaos, the world, and form's eternal foe ! 
And thou fole arbiter of all below, 1065 

T4 Pluto I 
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Pluto I 'whom ruthlefs fates a god ordain^. 

And doom to immortality of pain 3 

Ye fair Elyfian maniibns of the bleft, 

Where no Theflklian charmer hopes to reft j 

Styx ! and Perfephone, compellM to fly loyis^^ 

Thy fruitfiil mother,- and the chearful Iky! 

Third Hecate ! by whom my whifpers breathe 

My fccret purpose to the fliades beneath 5 

Thou greedy dog, who at th' infernal gate. 

In everlafting hunger, ftill doft-wait! 1075 

And thou old Charon, horrible and hoar 1 

For ever labouring back from Ihore to fhore : 

Who murmuring doft in wearinefs complain, 

That 'I fo oft demand thy dead again ; 

Hear, all ye powers ! If e'er your hell rejoice, 1080 

In the lov'd horrors of this impious voice ; 

If ftill with human flefh I have been fed. 

If pregnant mothers have, to pleafe you, bled ; 

Jf from the womb thefe ruthlefs hands have torn 

Infants, mature, and ftniggling to be born j 1085 

Heai' and obey ! nor do I alk a ghoft. 

Long fince received upon your Stygian coaft ; 

But one that, new to death, for entrance waits. 

And loiters yet before your gloomy gates. 

Let the pale (hade thefe herbs, thefe numbers hear. 

And in his well-known warlike form appear. 

Here let him ftand, before his leader's fon^ 

And fay what dire events are drawing on : . 

If blood be your delight, let this be done. 

Foaming (he fpoke : then rear'd her hateful head. 
And hard at hand beheld th' attending (hade. 

Too 
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Too well the trembling fprite the carcafc knew. 

And fear'd to enter into life anew j 

Fain from thofe mangled limbs it would have run. 

And, lothing, ftrove that houfe of pain to fhun. iioO' 

Ah li wretch ! to whom the cruel fates deny 

That privilege of human kind, to die I 

Wroth was the hag at lingerisg death's delay. 

And wonderM hell could dare to difobey j 

With curling fnakes the fenfelefs trunk ihe beats, 1 105. 

And curfes dire, at every la(h, repeats 5 

With magic numbers cleaves the groaning ground, 

Andy thus, barks downwards to th^ abyfs profound : 

Ye fiends hell-born, ye fifters of defpair i 
Thus ? is it thus my will becomes your care ? xiio 
Still fleep thofe whips within your idle hands, 
Nor drive the loitering ghoft this voice demands ? 
But mark me well ! my charms, in Fate's defpite. 
Shall drag you forth, ye Stygian dogs, to light 5 
Through vaults and tombs, where now fecure you roam 
My vengeance ftiall purfue, .and chace you home. 
And thou, oh ! Hecate, that dar'ft to rife. 
Various and altered to immortal eyes. 
No more fhalt veil thy horrors in difguife ;. 
Still in thy form accurfed fhalt thou dwell, xix9 

Nor change the lace that nature made for hell* 
Each myflery beneath 1 will difplay. 
And Stygian loves fhall fland confefs'd to day. 
Thee, Proferpine ! thy fatal feafl I '11 fhow. 
What leagues detain thee in the realms below, 
And why thy once-fond mpther loasbs thee now. 

At 
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At my command, earth^s barrier ihall remove. 

And piercing Titan vex infernal Jove ; 

Full on his throne the blazing beams (hall beat. 

And light abhorr'd affli£l the gloomy feat. . 1130 

Yet, am I yet, ye fullen fiends, obey'd i 

Or muft I call your mafter to my aid ? 

At whofe. dread name the trembling Furies quake. 

Hell Hands abafli'd, and earth*s foundation fhake ? 

Who views the Gorgons with intrepid eyes, 11 35 

And your unviolable flood defies ? 

She faid; and, at the word, the frozen blood' 
Slowly began to roll its creeping flood j 

Through the known channels ftole the purple tide, 

And warmth and motion through the members glide j 

The nerves are ftretch'd, the turgid mufcles fwell. 

And the heart moves within its fecret cell ; 

The haggard eyes their ftupid lights difclofe. 

And heavy by degrees the corpfe arofe. 

Doubtful and faint th' uncertain life appears, 1145 

And death, all-o'er, the livid vifage wears. 

Pale, ftiff, and mute, the ghaftly figure (lands, 

Nor knows to fpeak, but at her dread commands. 

When thus the hag : Speak what I wifh to know, 

And'cndlefs reft attends thy fhade below ; 1 1 50 

Reveal the truth, and, to reward thy pain, 

No charms /hall drag thee back to life again ; 

Such hallow d wood fhall feed thy funeral fire. 

Such numbers to thy laft repofe confpire. 

No fifter of our art thy ghoft ftiall wrong, ^^55 

Or force thee liften to her potent fong, 

Sinct 
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Since the dark gods in myftic tripods dwell, 

Since doubtful truths ambiguom prophets tell j 

While each erent aright and plain is read, ^ 

To every bold inquirer of the deed : 2 1 60 

Bo thou unfold what end thefe wars fhall waft, 

Perfons> and things, and time, and place relate. 

And be the juft Interpreter of Fate. 

She fpoke, and, as (he fpoke, a fpell (he made, 
That gave new prefcience to th* unknowing fhade. 1 1 6 5 

When thus the fpe£hre, weeping all for ^ivoe 5 
Seek not from me the Parcae's will to know* 
I faw not what their dreadful looms ordain^ 
Too foon recallM to hated life again $ 
Recaird, ere yet my waiting ghoft had pafs^d X170 
The lilent (h-eam, that wafts us all to reft. 
All I could learn, was from the loofe report 
Of wandering fliades, that to the banks rcfort. 
Uproar, and difcord, never known till now, 
Diftraft the peaceful realms of death below 5 1175 
From blifsful plains of fweet Elyfium fome. 
Others from doleful dens, and torments, come; 
While in the face of every various ihade. 
The woes of Rome too plainly might be read. 
. In tears lamenting, ghofts of patriots ftood,' xi8o 
And moum'd their country in a falling flood 5 
Sad were the Decii, and the Curii feen. 
And heavy was the great Camillus* mien : 
On fortune loud indignant Sylla rail'd. 
And Scipid his unhappy race bewail'd 5 1185 

The Cenfor lad forefaw his Cato*s doom, 
Kefolv'd to die for liberty, and JLome. 

5 O^ 
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Of all t!ie (hadM that haunt the happy field. 

Thee only, Bmtttt r fisDiling I behe}4 $ 

Thee, thou firft confvly haughty Tarq«iii*8 dreaib 

Fiom whole jtift wrath the coofcious tyiant fled. 

When freedom firft uprear*d her infant head. 

Meanwhile the damned exult amtdft their pains. 

And .Catiline audacious breaks his chains. 

Tiiere the Cethegan naked race I yiewM, ^195 

The Marii fierce, with human jgoreembrued. 

The Gracchi, fond of mifchicf-making laws, ^ 

And Drufi, popular in fa£lion*s caufe; ^ 

All clapM their hands in horrible applauie* V 

The craih of brazen fetters rung around, '^ xfto^ 

And helps wide caverns trembled with the found. 

No more the bounds of fate their guilt conftraiui^ 

But proudly they demand th* Elyfian plain. 

Thus they, while dreadful Dis, with bufy cares, 

New torments for the conquerors prepares 5 1205 

New chains of adamant he forms below. 

And opens all his deep referves of woe : 

Sharp are the pains for tyrants kept in ftore, 

And flames yet ten times hotter than before. 

Sut ^ou, oh noble youth I in peace depart, 12x0 

And footh, with better hopes, thy doubtful heart : 

Sweet is the reft, and blifsful is the place. 

That wait thy fire, and his illuftrious race. 

Nor fondly feek to lengthen out thy date. 

Nor envy the furviving viftor's fate 5 ' 1215 

The hour draws near when all alike muft yield. 

And death ihaU mix the fame of every field. 

4 HaO^ 
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Hafte then, with glory, to your deftin^d end, 
And proudly from yonr humbler vrm defeend { 
Bold in fuperior Tirtiie fliall you come, iftt» 

And trample pn ihe demigods of Rome. 
Ah ! what fkaXL it hnpoit the mighty dead, •^ 

Or by the Nile or Tiber to be laid f > 

*Ti8 only for m grave your wars are made« '^ 

Seek not to know ^at for thyfelf remains, ifta5 

That (hall be told in fair Sicilians plains ; 
ihrophetic there, thy fatber^s (hade (hall ri(e. 
In awful vifion to thy wondering eyes : 
He ihall thy fate reveal ; though doubting ye^ 
Where he may beft advife thee to retreat* 1239 

In vain to various climates (hall you run, "% 

In vain purfuing Fortune ftrive to (bun^ > 

In Europe, Afric, Alia, ftill undone. «^ 

Wide as your triumphs (hall your ruins lie. 
And all in diflant regions (hall you die. 1235 

Ah, wretched race I to whom the world can yield 
No fafer refuge, than £mathia*s field. 

He faid, and with a (ilent, mournful look, 
A laft difmiffion from the hag befpoke. 
Nor can the fprite, difcharg*d by death*s cold hand, 1240 
Again be fubje^i to the fame command ^ 
But charms and magic herbs muft lend their aid. 
And render back to reft the troubled (hade* 
A pile of hollowM wood Eri^lho builds. 
The foul with joy its mangled carcafe yields ; 1245 
She bids the kindling flames afcend on high, 
And leaves the weary wretch at length to die. 

Then, 
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Then, while the fecret dark thetr footfteps htdes^ 
Homeward the youth, all pale for fear, flie guides $ 
And, for the light began to ftreak the eaft, 1259 

With potent fpelU the dawning Ihe reprefs'd ; 
Commanded night^s obedient queen to ftay, 
JUi4> till they reached the camp, withheld the riiing day^ 
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XUCAN'S PHARSALIA. 

BOOK vn. 

THE A-RGUMENT. 

In the Seventh Book is told, firft, Pompey's dream 
the night before the battle of Pharfalia 5 after that, 
the impatient defire of his army to engage, which 
is reinforced by TuUy, Pompey, though againil 
his own opinion and inclination, agrees to a battle. 
Then follows the fpeech of each general to his 
army, and the battle itfelf : the flight of Pompey 5 
Caelar's behaviour after his viftory 5 and an invec- 
'tive againft him, and the very country of Theflaly, 
for being the fcene (according to this and other 
authors) of fo many misfortunes to .the people, of 
Rome. 

LATE^ and unwilling, from his watery bed, 
Uprear'd the mournful fun his cloudy head ; 
He ficken'd to behold Emathia's plain, 
And would have fought the backward eafl: again : 
Full oft he turn'd him from the deftinM race, 5 

And wifti'd fome dark eclipfe might veil his radiant face. 

Pompey, meanwhik, in pleafing yifions pafl: 
The night, of all his happy nights the laft. 
It feemM, as if, in all his former ftate. 
In his own theatre fecure he fate: 10 

About his fide unnumberM Romans croud^ 
And, joyful, ihout his much-lov'd name aloud ; 

The 
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The echoing benches feem to ring around. 

And his charmM tut devour the pleaiing found. 

:Such both himfelfy and fuch the people feem, %^ 

In the faife profpeft of the feigning dream s 

As when in early manhood's beardlefs bloom. 

He ftood the darling hope and joy of Rome. 

When fierce Sertonns by his arms fuppreft. 

And Spain fubdued, the conqueror confeft : so 

When rais*d with honours never known before. 

The conful*s purple, yet a youth, he ^irore : 

When the pleased fenate fat with new delight. 

To view the triumph of a Roman knight. 

Perhaps, when our good days no longer laft, 25 
The mind runs backward, and enjoys the paft : 
Perhaps, the riddling vifions of the. night 
With contrarieties delude our fight ; 
And when fair fcenes of pleafure they difclofe. 
Pain they foretel, and fure enfuing woes. ,50 

Or was it not, that, flnce the fates ordain 
-Tompey fliould never fee his Rome again. 
One laft good oJBice yet they meant to do, 
.And gave him in a dream this parting view > 

Oh, may no trumpet bid the leader wake ! 35 

Long, let him long the blifsfiil ilumber take ! 
Too foon the morrow's fleeplefs night will come, 
•Full fraught with daughter, mifery, and Rome 5 
'With horror, and difmay, thofe fliades Ihall rife. 
And the loft battle live before his eyes. 40 

How bleft his felIow-citiz6ns had been. 
Though but in xlreams,v their. Pompey to have feen ! 

Oh! 
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Oh I that the gods, in pity, would alJow, - 
Such long-try'd fiitadt tfadr deftiny to knov ; 
So each to each might thei» M tbougbti oofivey, 45 
And make- the moft of their laft modrbfiil d«y. 
But nowy. uDOonrciona of the ruin nigh. 
Within his native land he thinks to die. i . 
\Yhile hei: fond hopes with confidence prefiifae^ 
Nothing (b terrible from fate can come^ . 
As to be«obb*d of her loF^d.Bompey^s.tomb. 
Had th<: fad city Fate*8 deoee foreknown^ ' 
What floods^ hA falling, ihould her lofs. bemoan I 
Then ihould the lufty youth, and fathers hoar. 
With mingling tears, their chief renowned deplore ; 55 
MaidSf naatrons, wives, and babes> a helplefs train. 
As once for godlike Brutus, ihould. complain i 
Their trefTes ihould they tear, their boibms beat. 
And cry loud-wailing in the doleful ftreet* 

Nor ihalt thou, Rome, thy guihing forrows keep, 60 
Though aw'd by Caefar, and forbid to weep ; 
Though, whik he tells thee of thy.Pompey dsadjt. 
He diakes his threatening fauchion o*er thy head* 
Lamenting crouds the conqueror ihall meet. 
And with a peal of groans his triumph greet j 65 

In fad proceilion, fighing (hall they go. 
And ftain his layrcls with the ilreams of woe* 

But now, the fainting (lars at length gave way. 
And hid their vanquiih'4 iii'es in beamy day $ 
When round the leader's tent the legions croud, 70 
And, urg d by fat^^ demand the fight aloud. 
M^'retches ! that long their littk life to wafte. 
And hurry on thofe hours that fly too fefl ! 

U Too 
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Too ibon» fk^^diouduidiy ihall the day be 4one, 

Whofe eyct AO more ihall fee the fettiog Tun. 

7|inn^tUQU» fpecch th' impulfiye rage confeft, 75 

And Rqme^f bad geiiiuiix>re in every breaft. 

With vile difgrace they blot their leader's name. 

Pronounce ev^n Pompeyfearful, flow, and tame, 

i\nd crjtt He BxjkM beneath his 'father's fame. 

Sc(me charge him with ambition's guilty views,^ 

Apd tbink^s power, and empire, he purfues } 

That, fearing peace, he pra&iiet delay, 

And would, for ever, make the world obey. 

While eaftem kings of lingering wars complain, S4 

Aod wiih to view their native realms again. 

ThiM vthtn the gods are pleat'd to plague mankind^ 

Our own rafli hands are to the taik affignM j 

By them ordain'd the tools of Fate to be. 

We blindly a£l the mifchiefs they decree ; .^# 

We call the battle, we the fword prepare, 

And Rome's deflni^lion is the Roman prayer. 

The general voice, united, Tully takes. 
And for the refl the fweet perfuader fpeaks ; 
Tully, for happy eloquence renown'd, 95 

'With every Roman grace of language crown'd $ 
Beneath whofe rule and government rever'd. 
Fierce Catiline the peaceful axes fear'd : 
But now, detain'd amidft an armed throng, *% 

Where loft his arts, and ufelefs was his tongue, > 
The orator had borne the camp too long. ^ 

He to the vulgar fide his pleading draws, 
And thus enforces much their feeble caufe ; 

For 
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•Tor all that fortune for thy arms has done, ' 
F-br all thy fame acquired, thy battleii woh^ 105 

This only boon her fuppliant tows implore. 
That thou wouid*ft deign to ufe her aid once more : 
In this, O Pompey ! kings and chiefs unite. 
And, to chaftile prood Cxfar, «(k the fight. 
Shall he, one man againft the world combined, no 
Protrafl deftrB^6n, and embroil mankind ? 
What will the vamjnifh'd nations murmuring fay. 
Where once- thy conquefts cut their winged way ; 
When they behold thy virtue lazy now. 
And fee thee move thus htnguiihing and flow ? 115 
Where are thoie fires that warm'd thee to be great ? 
That ftabhe foul, ind confidence in Fate ? 
Canft thoa the gods ungratefully miftruft ? 
Or think the fenate's facred cauie unjuft ? 
Scarce are th' impatient enfigns yet withheld : 120 

Why art thou, thus, to vi£lory compelled ? 
Doft thou Rome^s chief, and in her caufe, appear ? 
*Tis hers to choofe the field, and fhe appoints it here. 
Why is this ardor of the world withftood, 
The injured world, that thirfls for Caefar's blood? 115 
See ! where the troops with indignation ftand. 
Each javelin trembling in an ^ager hand. 
And wait, unwillingly, the laft command. 
Refolve the fenate then, and let tbem know. 
Are they thy iervants, or their fervant thou ? i^b 

Sore fighM the liftening chief, who well 4ouId read 
Some dire deluiion by the gods decreed j 
He faw the fates malignantly inclined. 
To thwart his puxpofe, and perplex his mind, 

U 2 Since 
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Since thus (he cry*d) it is by all decreed. 
Since my impatient friends and country need 
My hand to fight, and not my head to lead j 
Pompey no longer ihall your fate delay, 
But let pernicious Fortune take her way. 
And wafte the world on one devoted day. 
But, oh I be witnefs thou, ray native Rome, 
With what a fad fore-boding heart I come ; 
To thy hard fate unwillingly I yield. 
While thy rafh fons compel me to the field. 
How eafily had Caefar been fubdued, 
And the bleft vi£lory been free from blood ! 
But the fond Romans cheap renown difdain, 
They wi(h for deaths to purple o'er the plain. 
And reeking gore their guilty fwords to ftain. 
Priv'n by my fleets, behold, the flying foe 
At once the empire of the deep forego j 
Here by neceflity they feem to ftand, 
Coop'd-up within a cornei- of the land. 
By famine to the laft extremes compel Td, 
They fnatch green harvefts from th' unripen'd field 
And wifh we may this only grace afibrd, 
To let them die like foldiers, by the fword. 
'Tis true, it feems an earneft of fuccefs. 
That thus our bolder youth for aSion prefs : 
But let them try their inmoft hearts with care. 
And judge betwixt true valour and rafli fear; 
Let them be fure this eagernefs is right. 
And certiin fortitude demands the fight. 
In war, in dangers, oft it has been known, 
That fear has driven the headlong coward on. 
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Give me the man, whofe cooler foul can wait. 

With patience, for the proper hour of Fate. 

See what a profperpus face our fortunes bear ! 

Why (hould we truft them to the chance of war ? 

Why muft we rifk the world's uncertain doom, 170 

And rather choofe to fight, than overcome ? 

Thou Goddefs Chance ! who to my careful hand 

Haft given this wearifome fupreme command 5 

If I have, to the tafk of empire juft. 

Enlarged the bounds committed to my truft j 175 

Be kind, and to thyfelf the rule refume. 

And, in the fight, defend the caufe c| Rome : 

To thy own crowns, the wreath of conqueft join j 

Nor let the glory, nor the crime, be mine. 

But fee ! thy hopes, unhappy Pompey ! fail: 180 

We fight ; and Caefar's ftronger vows prevail. 

Oh, what a fccne of guilt this day Ihall fhow I 

What crouds fliall fall, what nations he laid low ! 

Red (hall Enipeus run with Roman blood. 

And to the margin fwell his foamy flood. 185 

Oh ! if our caufe my aid no longer need. 

Oh I may my bofom be the firft to bleed : 

Me let the thrilling javelin foremoft ftrike. 

Since death and viftory are now alike. 

To-day, with ruin fhall my name be join'd, 190 

Or ftand the common curfe of all mankind 5 

By every woe the vanquifhM Ihall be known. 

And every infamy the vi^or crown. 

He fpoke 5 and, yielding to tV impetuous croud. 
The battle to his frantic bands allowed, 195 
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So, wheit long vex'd by ftormy Cores' blaft> 
The weary pilot quits the helm at laftj 
He leaves his veffel to the winds to guide. 
And drive unfleady with the tumbling tidew 

Loudthrough the camp the rifing murmurs foiind, %oqr 
And one tumultuous hurry runs around ; 
Sudden their bufy hearts began to beat, 
And each pale vifage wore the marks of Fate. 
Anxious, they fee the dreadful day is come. 
That mud decide the deftiny of Rome. aof 

This fingle vaft concern employs the hoft, 
, And private fears are in the public loft. 
Shoujd earth be rent, /hould darknefs quench the fan. 
Should fwelling feajs above the mountains nm, 
SliGuld univcrfal nature's end draw near, up 

Who could have leifure for bimfblf to fear ? 
With fuch confcnt his fafety each forgot. 
And Rome and Pompey took up every thought. 

And now the warriors all, with bufy care. 
Whet the dull ivvord, and point the blunted fpear j 215 
Witli tougher nerves they firing the bended bow. 
And in full quivers fteely Ihaftg beftowj 
The horfeman fees his furniture made fit. 
Sharpens the fpur, and bumiihes the bit j 
Fixes the rein,, to check or urge his fpeed, zzp 

And animates to fight the fnorting fteed. 
Such once the bufy gods' employments were, -^ 

If mortal men. to gods we may compaie, > 

When earth's bold fons began their impious war. J 
The Lemnian power, with many a ftroke, reftor'd 225 
Blue Neptune's trident, and ftern Mars's fword j 

In 
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In terrible array, the blue-cy'd maid 
The horrors of her Gorgon ihield difplaj^d^ . 
Phoebus his once vi^rious (hafts renew*d> 
DifusMy and nifty with the Python'^ blood i a3» 

While, with unwearyM toil, the Cyclopt ftiwt 
To forge new thunders for imperial Jove. 
Nor. wanted then dire omens, to declare 
What curft events Thef&]ia*s plains prepare^ 
Black ftorms opposM againft the warriors lay, i^^ 
And lightnings thwarted their forbidden y^fi 
Full in their eyes the daazling ftaibes broke, 
And with amaze their troubled fenfcs ftroke t 
Tall fiery columns in the flcies were feen. 
With watery Typhons interwove between. a4a 

Glancing along the bands fwift meters (hoot. 
And from the helm the plumy honours cut ; 
Sudeten the flame diffolves the javelin^s head. 
And liquid runs the fliining fteely blade. 
Strange to behold ! their weapons difappear, 145 

While fulphurous odour taints the fmoking air. 
The ftandard, as unwilling to be borne, 
With pain from the tenacious earth is tord : 
Anon, black fwarms hang cluftering on its-faieight. 
And prefs the bearer with unwonted weight. 250 

Big dit}ps of grief each fweating marble wears. 
And Parian gods and heroes ftand in tears. 
No more th' aufpicious vi6Um tamely dies. 
But furious from the hallowM fane he <Hes 5 
Breaks off the rites with prodigies prophane, 155 

And bellowing fceks Emathia's fatal plain; 

U 4 ^^ 
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But who, O CsB&r ! who were then thy gods ? 
Whom didft thou fummon from their dark abodes ? 
The Furies liiienM to thy grateful vows. 
And dreadful to the day the powers of hell arofe. a6» 

Did then the monfters^ fame records, appear ? 
Or were they only phantoms form'd by fear ? 
Some faw the moving mountains meet like foes. 
And rending earth new gaping caves difclofe. 
Others beheld a fanguine torrent take 265 

Its purple courfe, through fair Boebci's' lake 5 
Heard each retumiog night, portentous, yield 
Loud ihouts of battle on Pharfalia^s field. 
While others thought they faw the.iight decay. 
And fudden fhades opprefs the fainting day j 270 

Fancy'd wild horrors in each other's face, 
And faw the ghofts of all their bury'd race ; 
Beheld them rile and glare with pale affright. 
And ftalk around them, in the new-made night. 
Whatever the caufe, the croud, by fate decreed. 
To make their brothers, fons, and fathers bleed, 
Confenting, to the prodigies agreed ; 
And, while they thirft impatient for that blood, 
Blefs thefe nefarious omens- all as good. 

But wherefore fhould we wonder, to behold 280 
That death's approach by madnefs was foretold ? 
Wild are the wandering thoughts which lafl furvive j 
And thefe had not another day to live. 
Thefe fhook for what they faw 5 while diflant climes. 
Unknowing, trembled for Emathia's crimes. 285 

Where Tyrian Gades fees the fctting fun. 
And where Araxes' rapid waters run. 

From 
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From the bright orient to the glowing- weft. 

In every nation, every Roman breaft 

The terrors of that dreadful day confeft. 

Where Aponiu firft fpringt in fmoky iban, t^ 

And full Timavus rolls his nobler ftream } 

Upon a hitl that day, if hme be tnie» 

A learned augur fat the fkics to view t 

^is come, the great erent is come (he ciyM) 295 

Our impious chiefs their wicked war decide. 

Whether the fccr ohferv*d Jove's forky flame. 

And marked the firmament's difcordant frame } 

Or whether, in that gloom of fudden night. 

The (buggiing fun declared the dreadful fight s 300 

From the firft birth of morning in the flues. 

Sure never day like this was known to rife j 

In the blue vault, as in a volume fpread. 

Plain might the Latian deftiny be read. 

Oh Rome ! oh people, by the gods aflign*d 305 

To be the worthy mafters of mankind I 
On thee,' the heavens with all their fignals vrait. 
And fuffering nature labours with thy fate. 
When thy great names to lateft times conveyed. 
By fame, or by my vciit immortal made, 310 

In free-bom nations juftly fl&all prevail, \ 

And rouze th^ir paifians with this nobleft tale | 
How fliall they fear for thy approaching doom. 
As if each part; event were yet to come ! 
How fliall their bofoms fwell with vaft concern, 315 
And long the doubtful chance of war to learn 1 
Ev'n then the favouring world with thee fliall join. 
And every honeft heart to Pompey's caufc iacliner 

De« 



' Defcendingy iitm, tb^ bands in juft atr*y> 
FrDm burnifli*d arms ref!e6^ the beamy day j j^m; 

lb an ill hour they fpread the fatal field, 
/md with pbrtuitdvifi blast tht nerghboisring mountains 

gild. 
On the left wing>- bold Lantulus^ their head. 
The firft and fottrth felefied legions led : 
hvKkltfi^ D<unitfQSy vainly brave in war, 3.^5 

Drew forth the right with unaufpicious care* 
In the mid' battle daring Scipio fought, 
With eigfit fiill legions from Cilick brought* 
Submiflive here to Pompey^s high cxmimand. 
The watrior undiftiiiguiih*d took his ftand, 
RefervM to be the chief on Libyans burning fand. 
Near the lo^ madhes and Enipeus" iiood> 
The Pontic horfe and Cappadocian ftood. 
While kings and tetrarchs proud, a purple train, 
Leigemen and vaifals to the Latian reign, 
PoflefsM the rifing grounds and drier plain. 
Here troops of black Numidians fcour the field. 
And bold Iberians narrow bucklers wield ; 
Here twang the Syrian and the Cretan bow. 
And the fierce Gauls provoke their well-known foe. 340 

Go, Poinpey, lead to death th' unnumbered hoft, 
Let the M^hole human race at once be loft. 
Let nations, upon nations, heap the plain^ 
And tyranny want fubje61s for its reign. 

Oaefar^ as chance ordain'd, that mom decreed 345- 
The fpoiling bands of foragers to lead; 
When, with a fudden, but a glad furprize. 

The foe defending ftruck his wondering eyes. 

Eager, 
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!Eager, and hurtling for unbounded fway. 

Long bad he borne the tedious war^s delay f ^5« 

Long had he ftruggled with prolra6)ing time. 

That favM bi«> country, anddeferrM hw cnnfe: 

At length he fees the wifti'd-for day is come. 

To end the ftrife for liberty, and Rome 5 

Fate's dark myfterious threatenings to expIaMi^ 355 

And eafe th^ impatience of ambition's pain. 

But, whe» he &w the vaft event fo nigh, 

Unufual horror damped his impious joy ; 

For one cold moment funk his heart fupprefsM, 

And doubt hung heavy on his anxious bnaA. 36a 

Though his paft fortunes promife now fuccefS) 

Yet Pompey, from bis own, experts no lefs* 

His chaftgiag thoughts revolve with vartovs checr^ 

While thefe forbid to hope, and thofe to fear. 

At length his wonted coniidence returns, 365 

With his firft fires his daring bofom bums ; 

As if fecure of viftory, he ftands, 

And fearlefs thus befpeaks^ the liftening bands : 

Ye waniors ! who have made your Cafar great, 
On\whom the world, on whom my fortunes wait, 370 
To-day, the gods, whatever you wifli, afibrd> 
And fate attends on the deciding fword. 
By your firm aid alone your leader ftandls^ 
And trufts his all to your long-faithful hands. 
This day /hall make our promisM glories good> 375 
The hopes of Rubicon's diftinguifh'd flood. 
For this bleft mom we trufted long to fate, 
Deferred our fame, and bad the triuropk wait» 

ThiA 
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This day, my gallant friends, this ha{>p^ day. 

Shall the long labours of your arms repay ; 389 

Shall give you back to every joy of life, 

To the lov'd offspring and the tender wife j 

Shall find my veteran out a fafe retreat. 

And lodge his age within a peaceful feat. 

The long difpute of guilt ihali now be cleared, %t^ 

And conqu«;it fhall the jufter caufe reward. 

Have you, for me, with fword and fire laid wafte 

Your country's bleeding bofom, as you paft i 

Let the fame fwords as boldly ftrikc to-day. 

And the lail wounds (hall wipe the firft away. 390 

Whatever faction's partial notions are. 

No hand is wholly innocent in war. 

Yours is the cauie to which my vows are join'd, 

I feek to make you free, and mafters of mankind. 

I have no hopes, no wilhes of my own, 395 

But well could hide me in a private gown : 

At my expence of fame, exalt your powers, 

Let me be nothing, fo the world be yours. 

Nor think the talk too bloody fhall be found. 

With eafy glory fhall our arms be crownM : 400 

Yon hoft come leam'd in academic rules, 

A band of difputants from Grecian fchools. 

To thefe, luxurious eaflem crouds are join'd. 

Of many a tongue, and many a differing kind : 

Their own firft fhouts fhall fill each foul with fears. 

And their own trumpets fhook their tender ears. 406 

Unjuflly this, a civil war, we call. 

Where npne but foes of Kome^ barbaiians, fall, 

On 
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On then, my friends ! and end it at a blow ; 

I^y.thefe foft, lazy, woithleis nations low. 410 

Shew Pompey, that fubdue4 them, with what eafe 

Your valour gains fuch vt^ories as theie : 

Shew him, if juftice (Ull the palm confers. 

One triumph was too much for all his wars.. 

From diftant Tigris ihall Armenians conM, 4.15 

To judge between the citizens of Rome ? 

Will fierce barbarian aliens wafte their bloody 

To make the caufe of Latian Pompey good ? 

Believe me, no. To them we are all the fame. 

They hate alike the whole Aufonian Name $ 42a 

But moft thoie haughty matters whom tbey know> 

Who tau^t their fervile vanquifh'd necks to bow. 

Mean -while, as round my joyful eyes are roU'd, 

None but my try*d companions I behold $ 

For years in Gaul we made our hard abode, 4*5 

And many a march in paitnerihip have trod. 

Is there a foldier to your chief unknown ? 

A fword, to whom I truft not, like my own ? 

Could I not mark each javelin in the iky, 

Ajid fay from whom the fatal weapons fiy ? ^.ja 

Ev'n now I view aufpicious furies rife. 

And rage redoubled fiaflies in your eycv 

With joy thofe omens of fuccefs I read. 

And fee the ceitain vi6lory decreed 5 

I fee the purple deluge float the plain, 435 

Huge piles of carnage, nations of the flain f 

Dead chiefs, with mangled monarchs, I furvey. 

And the pale fenate crowna the glorious day. 

Buti 
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But, oh ! forgivt my tedious hvifli tongue. 

Your eager jriitue I witfakold too long $ ^^ 

My foul cxultK with hopes too fierce to bear, 

I feel good fortune and the gods draw near. 

All we can afk^ with full confent they yield. 

And nothing bars us but this narrow iield. 

The.battle o*.er, what boon can I deny ? 44^ 

The treafures of the world before yon lie. 

Oh Theflaly I what ftars, what powers divine. 

To thy diftingujfli*d land this great erent affign f 

Between extremes, to-day our fortune Jies, 

The vileft puniAunent, and nobleft prize. 4.50 

•Confidcr wsll the captive^s loft e(bte, 

Chains, racks, amd crafles, for the vanqviih'd wait. 

My limbs are each allotted to its place. 

And my pale bead the Roftrum*s height fhall grace t 

But that *s a -thought unworthy Cselar's care, 455 

More for myfriends than for myfelf I fear. 

On my good fword lecurely I rely. 

And, if I conqaer not, am fure to die. 

But oh ! for you my anxious foul forefees, 

Fdnipey (hall copy ^ylla^s curft decrees ; 460 

The Martian field ihali blufh with gore again. 

And mafiacres once more the peaceful Septa ftain. 

Hdar, oh 1 ye gods, who in Rome*9 ftnigglings (hare. 

Who leave your hearcn, to makeour earth your care ; 

Jlear» and let him die happy victor live, 465 

Who (hall with mercy uie the power you give j 

Whofe rage. for daughter with the war (hall ceafe, 

And fpare his vanquiih'd enemies in peace. 

Nor 
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Kor is Dyrrhachium^s fatal field forgot, 

Nor what was then our brave companions loC^ 4.70 

When, by advantage of tke ftraitergroundy 

Succefsful Pompey compafs'd us around ) 

When quite difarm'd your ufelefs valour Stood, 

Till his fell fword was fatiated with blood. 

But gentler hands, but nobler hearts you bear. 

And, oh ! remember *tis your leadtr^s player. 

Whatever Roman flies before you, ifore. 

But, while opposed and menacing they Aand^ 

Let no regard withhold the lifted hand : 

Let friendihip, kindred, all remorfe, give place, 4t*- 

And mangling wounds deform the reverend face t 

Still let reiiftanoe be repaid with blood. 

And hoftile force by hoftile force fubdued | 

Stranger, or friend, whatever be the namt. 

Your merit ftill, to Caefar, is the.fame. 485 

Fill then the trenches, break the lamparts rourid, 

And letour works lie level with the ^ound j 

So (hall no obftacks our march delay. 

Nor ilop one moment our vidoncms way. 

Nor fpare your camp ; this night we mean to lie 499 

In that from whence the van<}uiih*d foe fhall fly. 

Scarce had he ipoke, when, fudden at the word. 
They feize the lance, and draw the ihining fword : 
At once the turfy fences all lie wafte. 
And through the breach the crouding legions hafte j 495 
Regardlefs all of order and array 
They ftand, and truft to fate alone tiie day. 
Each had proposed an empire to be w€n» 
Had each once known a fompey for hia ion ; 

Had 
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Had Caefar's foul informed each private breaft, 500 
A iiercer fury cotild not be exprefsM. 

With fad prefages, Pompey, now, beheld 
His foes advancing o'er the neighbouring field ; 
He faw the gods had fixM the day of fate. 
And felt his heart hang heavy with new weight. 505 
I>|t*e is the omen when the valiant fear. 
Which yet he ftrove to hide, with well-diflVmbled cheer. 
High on his warrior fteed, the chief overran 
The wide array, and thus at length began : 

The time to eafe your groaning country's pain, * 51a 
Which long your eager valour fought in vain | 
The great deciding hour at le,ngth is come. 
To end the ftrivings of diftra£led Rome : 
For this one laft effort exert your power, 
Strike home to day, and all your toils are o>r, 515. 
If the dear pledges of connubial love. 
Your houihold-gods, and Rome, your fouls can move. 
Hither by fate they feem together brought. 
And for that prize, to-day, the battle (hall be fought. 
Let none the favouring gods aiEftance fear $ 520 

They always make the jufter caufe their care. 
The flying dart to Caefar fhall they guide. 
And point ^the fword at bis devoted fide : 
Our in)iu*'d laws fhall be on him made good. 
And liberty eftablifli'd in his blood, 545 

C^uld heaven, in violence of wrath, ordain 
The world to groan beneath a tyrant's reign, 
it had notTpar'd your Pompey's head fo long, 
-Nor lengthened out my age to fee the wrong. 

Ali 
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All we can \vl/h for, to fecure fucccfs, 530 

With large ad?antage, here, our arms poflefs i 

See, in the ranks of every common band. 

Where Rome's illuftrious names for foldiers (land. 

Could the great dead revifit life again. 

For us, once more, the Decii would be flatn } 535 

The Curii, and Camilli, might we boaft. 

Proud to be mingled in this nobleft hoft. 

If i|ien, if nroltitudes, can make us ftrong. 

Behold what tribes unnumber'd march along! 

Where-e^r the Zodiac turns its radiant round, 549 

Where-ever earth, or people, can be found j 

To us the nations iflue forth in fwai'ms. 

And in Rome*s caufe all human nature arms. 

What then remains, but that our wings inclofe. 

Within their ample folds, our fhrinking foes ? 545 

Thoufands, and thoufands, ufelef's, may we (pare j 

Yon handful will not half employ our war. 

Think, from the fummit of the Roman wall. 

You hear our loud»lamenting matrons call 5 

Think with what tears, what lifted hands, they fue, 550 

And place their laft, their only hopes in you. 

Imagine kneeling age before you fpread. 

Each hoary reverend majeftic head ; 

Imagine, Rome herfelf your aid implor^'d. 

To fave her from a proud imperious lord. 551^ 

Think how the prefent age, how that to come. 

What multitudes from you expeft their doom s 

On your fuccefs dependent all rely 5 

Thefe to be born in freedom^ thofe to die* 

X Thiakr 
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Think (if there be a thought can move you more^ 5C0 

A pledge more dear than thofe I namM before) 

Think you behold (were fuch a pofture meet) 

Ev'n me, yourPompey, proftrate at your feet. 

Myfelf, my wife, my fons, a fuppliant band, 

Prom you our lives and liberties demand ; 565 

Or conquer you, or I, to exile born, 

My laft diftionourable years fliall mourn, 

Your long reproach, and my proud father's fcorn 

From bonds, from infamy, your general fave, 

^or let his hoary head defcend to earth a /lave. 570 

Thus while he fpoke, the faithful legions round, 
With indignation caught th-; mournful found 5 
Falfely, they think, his" fears thofe dangers view. 
But vow to die, ere Csefar proves them true. 
What difFeriog thoughts the varioiis hofts incite, 575 
And urge their deadly ardour for the fight ! 
Thofe bold ambition kindles into rage. 
And thefe their fears for liberty engage. 
How fhall this day the peopled earth deface^ 
Prevent mankind, and rob the growing race I 580 

Though all the years to come Ibould roll in peace. 
And future ages bring their whole increafe 5 
Though nature all her genial powers employ. 
All Ihall not yield what thefe curft hands deftroy. 
Soon ihall the greatnefs of the Roman name, 5S5 

To unbelieving ears, be told by fame 5 
Low fhall the mighty Latian towers be laid. 
And ruins crown our Alban mountain's head ; 
While yearly magiftrates, in turns compelled 
To lodge by night upon th' uncovered field, 59© 

Shall 
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Shall at old doting Numa's laws repine, 

Who could to fuch bleak wilds his Latine rites aflign. 

Ev'n now behold ! where wafte Pefpcria lies. 

Where empty cities Ihock. our mournful eyes j 

Untouch'd by time, our infamy they ftand, 595 

»The marks of civil difcord's murderous hand. 

How is the ftock of human-kind brought low ! 

Walls want inhabitants, and hands the plow. 

Our fathers fertile fields by flaves are tiird, 

And Rome with dregs of foreign lands is fill'd : 609 

Such were the heaps, the millions of the (lain. 

As 'twere the purpofe of Emathia's plain. 

That none for future mifchiefs fhould remain. 

W^ll may our annals lefs misfortunes yield, 

Mark AlUa's flood, and Cannae's fatal field j 605 

But let Pharfalia's day be ftill forgot, 

Be rasM at once from eveiy Roman thought. 

^Tvvas there, that fortune, in her pride, difplay'd 

The greatnefs her own mighty hands had made; 

Forth in array the powers of Rome fhe drew, 610 

And fet her fubje^l nations all to view; 

As if Ihe meant to fhew the haughty queen, 

Ev'n by her ruins, what her height had been. 

Oh countkfs lofs I that well might have fupply'd 

The defolation of all deaths befide. 615 

Though famine with blue peftilence confpire, 

And dreadful earthquakes with deftroying fire ; 

Pharfalia's blood the gaping wounds had join'd. 

And built again the ruins of mankind. 

Immortal gods ! with what refiftlefs force, 6z9 

Our growing empire ran its rapid courfe I 
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Still every year with new fuccefs was crownM, 

And conquering chiefs enlarge the Latian hound } 

Till Rome ftood miftrefs of the world confefsM, 

From the gray orienjt, to the ruddy weft ; $%^ 

From pole to pole, her wide dominions run, 

Where-eV the ftarsy or brighter Phoebus (hone; 

As heaven and earth were made for her alone* 

But now, behold, how fortune tears away 

The gift of ages in one fatal day ! 

One day ihakes off the vanquiih*d Indians chain^ 

And turns the wandering Daae loofe again t 

No longer (hall the vi6ior conful now 

Trace our Sarmatian cities with the plow : 

Exulting Parthia ihall her /laughters boaft, ^3^ 

Nor feel the vengeance due to Craflus' ghoft. 

"While liberty, long wearied by our crimes, 

Forfakes us for fome better barbarous climes i 

Beyond the Rhine and Tanais /he flies, 

To fnowy mountains, and to frozen fkies ; 640 

While Rome, who long purfued that chiefeft good. 

O'er fields of /laughter, and through feas of blood, 

In flavery, her abjeft ftate /hall mourn. 

Nor dare to hope the goddefs will return. 

Why were we ever free ? Oh why has heaven 645 

A fliort liv'd tranfitory ble/fing given ? 

Of thee, firft Brutus, juftly we complain ! 

Why didft thou break thy groaning country's chain. 

And end the proud lafcivious tyrant's reign ? 

Why did thy patriot hand on Rome beftow 650 

Laws, and her con/jols righteous rule to know ? 

Itt 
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In femtude more happy had we been, 

since Romulus firft walPd his refuge in^ 

£v*n fmce the twice fix vulturs bad him build. 

To this curft period of Pharfalia's fielH. 655 

Medes and Arabians of the flavifh Eaft 

Beneath eternal bondage may be bleft ; 

While, of a differing mold and nature, we. 

From fire to fon accuftom'd to be free. 

Feel indignation rifing in our blood, 660 

And blufh to wear the chains that make them proud. 

Can there be gods, who rule yon azure iky > 

Can they behold Emathia from on high, 

And yet forbear to bid their lightnings fly ? 

Is it the bufinefs of a thundering Jove, 665 

To rive the rocks, and blaft the guiltlefs grove ? 

"While Caffius holds the balance in his ftead, 
And wreaks due vengeance on the tyrant's head. 
The fun ran back from Atreus' monftrous feaft. 
And Ins fair beams in murky clouds fupprefsM j 670 
Why fliines he now ? why lends his golden light 
To thefe worfe parricides, this more accurfed fight ? 
But chance guides all 5 the gods their talk forego, 
AnJ providence no longer reigns below. 6'»4. 

Yet are they juft, and fome revenge afford 
While their own heavens are humbled by the fword, 
And the proud viftors, like themfelves, adorM: 
With rays adom'd, with thunders arm'd they ftand. 
And inccnfe, prayers, and facrifice demand 5 
While, trembling, flavifh, fuperftitious "Rome, 680 
b\vc:u s by a mortal wretch, .that moulders in a tomb. 
Xj Now 
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Now either hoft the middle plain had pafs'd. 
And front to front in threatening ranks were placed j 
Then every well known feature ftood to view. 
Brothers their brothers, fons their fathers knew. 685 
Then firft they feel the curfe of civil hate, 
Mark where their mifchiefs are affign'd by fate. 
And fee from whom themfelves deftru£lion wait. 
Stupid awhile, and at a gaze, they ftood, 
While creeping horror froze the lazy blood : 69^ 

Some fmall remains of piety withftand. 
And ftop the javelin in the lifted hand ; 
Remorfe for one fliort moment ftep'd between. 
And motionlefs, as ftatues, all were feen. 
And oh I what favage fury could engage, 69^5 

While lingering Caefar yet fufpends his rage ? 
For him, ye gods! for Crailinus, whofe fpear 
With impious eagernefs began the war, 
Some more than common punifhment prepare ; 
Beyond the grave long lafting plagues ordain, 700 

Surviving fenfe, and never-ccafing pain. 
Straight, at the fatal fignal, all around 
A thoufand fifes, a thoufand clarions, found ; 
Beyond where clouds, or glancing lightnings fly. 
The piercing clangors ftrike the vaulted (ky. 705 

The joining battles fhout, and the loud peal 
Bounds from the hill, and thunders down the vale 5 
Old Pelion's caves the doubling roar return, 
And Oeta's rocks and groaning Pindus mourn j 
From pole to pole the tumult fpreads afar, 710 

And the world ti'embles at the diftant war. 
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Now flit the thrilling darts through liquid air. 
And various vows from various mailers bear : 
Some feek the nobleft Roman heart to wound. 
And fome to err upon the guiltlefs ground ; '715 

While chance decrees the blood that fhall be fpilt. 
And blindly fcatters innocence and guilt. 
But random (hafts too fcanty death afford, 
A civil war is bufinefs for the Iword : 
"Where face to face the parricides may meet,. 710 

Know whom they kill, and make the crime complete. 

Firm in the front, with joining bucklers clos'd. 
Stood the Pompeian infantry difpos'd 5 
So crouded was the fpace, it fcarce affords 
The power tatofs their piles, or yield their fwords. 725 
Forward, thus thick embattled though they ftand. 
With headlong wrath rufh furious Caefar's band ; 
In vain the lifted (hield their rage retards. 
Or plaited mail devoted bofoms guards ; 
Through fhields, through mail, the wounding weapons 

go> 730 

And to- the heart drive home each deadly blow j 
Oh rage ill matched ! Oh much unequal war. 
Which thofe wage proudly, and thefe tamely bear t 
Thefc, by cold, ftupid piety difarm'd t 
Thofe, bj^hot blood, and fmoking ilaughter warmM. 735 
Nor in fufpenfe uncertain fortune hung^ 
But yields, o'er-mafter'd by h power too ftrong. 
And borne by fate« impetuous ftream along. 

From Pompey's ample wings, at length the horfe 
Wide o'er the plain extending take their courfe ; 74:0 
X>t Whcdinj; 
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Wheeling around the hoftlle line they wind» 
While lightly arniM the fliot fucceed behind,. 
In various ways the various bands engage. 
And hurl upon the foe the mifTile rage j 
There fiery darts and rocky fragments fiy. 
And heating bullets whiftle through the (ky : 
Of feathered fliafts, a cloud thick fliading goes. 
From Arab, Mede, and Ituraean bows : 
But driven by random aim they feldom wound j 
At fii:ft they hide the heaven, then ftrcw the ground ; 
While Roman hands unerring milchief fend. 
And certain deaths on every pile attend. 
But Cxfar, timely careful to fupport 
His wavering front againft the firll effort^ 
Had plac'd his bodies of referve behind. 
And the ftrong rear with chofen cohorts linM. 
There, as the careleis foe the fight purluc, 
A fuddcn band and ftable forth he drew j 
When foon, oh fliame ! the loofc barbarians yield 
Scattering their broken fquadrons o'er the field. 
And fliew, too late, that flaves attempt in vain. 
The fiicred caufe of freedom to maintain. 
The ficry deeds, impatient of a wound. 
Hurl their ncglefted riders to the ground ; 
Or on their friends with rage ungovern'd turn. 
And trampling o'er the helplefs foot are borne. 
Hence foul confufion and diiinay fucceed, 
The vi(5kors murder, and the vanquifh'd bleed : 
Their weary hands the tir'd deftroyers ply, 
Scarce can thefe kill, fo fall as thole can die. 
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Oh, that Emathia's ruthlefs guilty plain 
Had been contented with this only ftain 5 
With thefe rude bones had ftrewn her verdure o'er. 
And dyM her fprings with none but Afian gore I 
But if fo keen her thirft for Roman Wood, 775 

Let none but Romans make the flaughtcr good j 
Let not a Mede nor Cappadpcian fall, 
No bold Iberian, nor rebellious Gaul : 
Let thefe alone furvive for times to come. 
And be the future citizens of Rome. 7^0 

But fear on all alike her powers employed, 
Did Caefar's bufinefs, and like fate deftroy'd. 
Prevailing ftill the vi£lors held their courCe, 
Till Pompey'-s main referve opposed their force ; 
There, in his ftrength, the chief unfhaken ftood, 785 
Repeird the foe, and made the combat goodj 
There in fufpence th' uncertain battle hung. 
And Casfar's favouring goddefs doubted long j 
There no proud monarchs led their vaffals on. 
Nor eaftern bands in gorgeous purple ihonc ; 790 

There the laft force of laws and freedom lay. 
And Roman patriots ftruggled for the day. 
What parricides the guilty fcene affords ! 
Sires, Ions, and brothers, rufh on mutual fwords ! 
There every facred bond of nature bleeds ; 795 

There met the war's worft rage, and Caefar's blackeft 
deeds. 
But, oh ! my Mufe, t"he mournful theme forbear, 
And ftay thy lamentable numbers here 5 
Let not my verfe to future times convey, 
What Rome committed on this dreadful day j 2o<j 
4 I» 
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In fhades and filence hide her crimes from fame, ' 
And fpare thy miferable country's ihame. 

But Caefar's rage fhall with oblivion ftrive. 
And for eternal infamy furvive. 

From rank to rank, unweary'd, ftill he flies, 805 

And with new fires their fainting wrath fupplies. 
His greedy eyes each fign of guilt explore, 
And mark whofe fword is deepeft dy'd in gore 5 
Obferve where pity and remorfe prevail, 
What arm ftri'Kes faintly, and what cheek turn&pale« 810 
Or, while he rides the flaughter'd heaps around. 
And views fome foe expiring on the ground, 
His cruel hands the gufhing blood refti*ain. 
And ftrive to keep the parting foul in pain : 
As when Bellona drives the world to war, 815 

Or Mars comed thundering in his Thracian car j 
Rage hoirible darts from his Gorgon fhield. 
And gloomy terror broods upon the field ; 
Hate, fell and fierce, the dreadful gods impart. 
And urge the vengeful warrior's heaving heart : ZzO^ 
The many fhout, arms clafti, the wounded cry. 
And one promifcuous peal groans upwards to the flcy. 
Nor furious Caefar, on Emathia's plains, 
Lefs terribly the mortal ftrife fuftains ; 
Each hand unarmM he fills with means of death, 825 
And cooling wrath rekindles at his breath : 
Now with his voice, his gefture now, he ftrives. 
Now with his lance the lagging foldicr drives : 
The weak he ftrengthens, and confirms the ftrong, 
And hurries war's impetuous ftream along, 830 

Strike 
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Strike home, he cries, and let your fwords erafe 

Each well-known feature of the kindred face : 

Nor wafte your fury on the vulgar band 5 

See ! where the hoary doting fenate ftand j 

There laws and right at once you may confound, 835 

And liberty ihall bleed at every wound. 

The curs'd deftroyer fpoke ; and, at the word. 
The purple nobles funk beneath the fword : 
The dying patriots groan upon the ground, 
lUuftrious names, for love of laws renown'd, - S40 
The great Metelii and Torquati bleed, 
Chiefs worthy, if the ftate had fo decreed, 
And Pompey were not there, mankind to lead. 

Say thou ! thy finking country's only prop. 
Glory of Rome, and liberty's laft hope ; 845 

What helm, oh Brutus ! could, amidft the croud. 
Thy facred undiftinguiih'd vifage ihroud ? 
Where fought thy ann that day ? But, ah ! forbear t 
Nor ru(h unwary on the pointed fpear j 
Seek not to haften on untimely fate, 85a 

But patient for thy own Emathia wait : 
Nor hunt fierce Caefar on this bloody plain^ 
To-day thy fteel purfues his life in vain. 
Somewhat is wanting to the tyrant yet, 
Tq make the meafure of his crimes complete ; %s^ 
As yet he has not every law defy'd. 
Nor reachM the utmoft heights of daring pride. 
Ere long thou (halt behold him Rome's proud lord. 
And ripen'd by ambition for thy fword : 
Then, thy griev'd country vengeance fhall demand, 860 
And aik the vi6lim at thy righteous hand. 

Among 
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Among huge heaps of the Patrician flain. 
And Latian chiefs, who ftrewM that purple plain^ 
Recording ftory has diftinguiih'd well> 
How brave> unfortunate Domitius fell. S^5 

In every Idfs of Pompey ftill he ftiarM, 
And dy'd in liberty, the beft reward 5 
Though vanquifh'd oft by Caefar, ne'er enflavM, 
Ev'n to the laft, the tyrant's power he brav'd : 
MarkM o^er with many a glorious ftreaming wound^ 870 
In pleafure funk the warrior to the ground j 
No longer forc'd on vileft terms to live. 
For chance to doom, and Caefar to forgive. 
Him, as he pafs'd infulting o'er the field, 
Roird in his blood, the vi£lor proud beheld : 875 

And can, he cryM, the fierce Domitius fall, 
Forfake his Pompey, and expe6ling Gaul ? 
Muft the war lofe that ftill fucccfsful fword. 
And ray negle6led province want a lord ? 
He fpoke; when, lifting flow his clofmg eyes, 880 
Fearlefs the dying Roman thus replies : 
Since wickednefs ftands unrewarded yet. 
Nor Caefar's arms their wifli'd luccefs have met ; 
Free and rejoicing to the fhades I go. 
And leave my chief ftill equal to his foe ; 885 

And if ray hopes divine thy doom aright. 
Yet fhalt thou bow thy vanquifhM head ere night. 
Dire punilhments the righteous gods decree, 
For injured Rome, for Pompey, and for me; 
In heirs dark realms thy tortures I fhall know, 890 
And hear thy ghoft lamenprg loud below. 

He 
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He faid ; and foon the leaden (kep prevailed. 
And everlafUng night his eyelids fealM. 

But, oh ! what grief the ruin can deplore I 
What verfe can run the various flaugbter o'er! f^^ 
For lefler woes our forrows may we keep 5 
No tears fuffice, a dying world to weep. 
In differing groups ten thoufand deaths arife. 
And horrors manifold the foul furprize. 
Here the whole man is open 'd at a wound, 9o# 

And gufhing bowels pour upon the ground : 
Another through the gaping jaws is gof'd. 
And in his utmoft throat receives the fword 1 
At once, a fmgle blow a third extends 5 
The fourth a living trunk difraember'd Ihtfnh; 905 
Some in their breads ereft the javelin bc^r; 
Some cling to earth with the transfixing fpear. 
Here, like a fountain, fprings a purple flood, 
Spouts on the foe, and f^ains his arms with blood. 
There horrid brethren on their brethren preyj 910 
One ftarts, and hurls a well-known head away. 
While fome detefted fon, with impious ire, 
Lops by the fhoulders clofe his hoary fire : 
Ev*n his rude fellows damn the curfed dted. 
And baft^d-born the murderer aread. 915 

No private houfe its lofs lamented then. 
But count the (lain by nations, not by nrep. 
Here Grecian ftreams, and Afiatic run. 
And Roman torrents drive the deluge on. 
More than the world at once w^s given away> 9210 
And late poderity was loft that dny s 

A race 
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A race of future flaves receivM their doonoy 

And children yet unborn were overcome. 

How fhall our miferable Tons complain, 

That they are bom beneath a tyrant's reign ? 91 5 

Did our bafe hands, with juftice fliall they fay. 

The facrcd caufe of liberty betray ? 

Why have our fathers given us up a prey ? 

Their age, to ours, the curfe of bondage leaves ; 

Themfelves were cowards, and begot us (laves. 930 

Tis juft; and Fortune, that imposM a lord. 
One ftruggle for their freedom might afford ; 
Might leave their hands their proper caufe to fight. 
And let them keep, or lofe themfelves, tlieir right. 

But Pompey, now, the fate of Rome defcry'd, 935 
And faw the changing gods forfake her fide. 
Hard to believe, though from a rifing ground 
He viewM the imiverfal ruin round, 
In crimfon dreams he faw deftruftion run. 
And in the fall of thoufands felt his own. 940 

Nor wifti'd he, like moft wretches in defpair. 
The world one common tnifery might fliare : 
iBut with a generous, great, exalted mind, 
Befought the gods to pity poor mankind, 
To let him die, and leave the reft behind : 
This hope came fmiling to his anxious breaft. 
For this his earneft vows were thus addrcfs'd. 
Spare man, ye gods ! oh, let the nations live ! 
Let me be wretched, but let Rome furvive. 
Or if this head fuffices not alone, 950 

My wife, my fons, your anger ihall atone : 

If 
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If blood the yet unfated war demand, 

Behold my pledges left in fortune's hand I 

Ye cruel powers, who urge me with your hate^ 

At length behold me crufh'd beneath the weight : 955 

Give then your long-purfuing vengeance o'er, 

And fpai*e the world, fince I can lofe no more. 

So faying, the tumultuous field he crofs'd. 
And warned from battle his defpairing hoft. 
Gladly the pains of death he had explored, 96a 

And fall'n undaunted on his pointed fword ; 
Had he not fear'd th' example might fucceed. 
And faithful nations by his fide would bleed. 
Or did his fwelling foul difdain to die, 
While his infulting father ftood fo nigh ? 965 

Fly where he will, the gods Ihall ftill purfue, 
Nor his pale head /hall 'fcape the vigor's view. 
Or elfe, pei'haps, and Fate the thought approved. 
For her dear fake he fled, whom beft he lov'd ; 
Malicious Fortune to his wifli agreed, 970 

And gave him in Cornelia's fight to bleed. 
Borne by his winged ftced at length away, 
He quits the purple plain, and yields the day. 
Fearlefs of danger, ftill fecure and great, 
His daring foul fupports his loft eftate; 975 

Nor groans his breaft, nor fwell his eyes with tears. 
But ftill the fame majeftic fonn he wears. 
An awful grief fat decent in his face. 
Such as became his lofs, and Rome's difgrace: 
His mind, unbroken, keeps her conftant frame, 980 
In greatnef$ and misfortune ftill the fame ^ 

While 
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While fortune, who his triumphs once bcheM^ 

Unchanging fees him leave Pharfalia^s field. 

Now, difentangled from unwieldy power, 

O'Pompey ! run thy former honours o'er : 9S5 

At leifure now review the glorious fccne. 

And cail to mind how mighty thou haft been. 

From angcious- toils of empire turn thy care. 

And from thy thoughts exclude the murderous war ; 

L^t the juft gods bear witnefs on thy {ide, 990 

Thy caufe no more (hall by the fword be try'd. 

Whether fad Afric fhall her lofs bemoan. 

Or Munda's plains beneath their burden groan. 

The guilty bloodfhed fliall be all their own. 

JSo more the inuch-lovM Pompey^s name fhall charm 

The peaceful world, with one con fen t, to arm ; 

Nor for thy fake, nor awM by thy command. 

But for thcmfelves, the fighting fenate ftand : 

The war but one diftin6!ioh fhall afford, 

Artd Liberty, or Caefar, be the word. 1000 

Nor, oh ! do thou thy vanquifh'd lot deplore. 
But fly with picafure from thofe Teas of gore : 
Look, bade upon the horror, guiltlefs thou. 
And pity Caefar, for whofe fake they flow. 
With what a heart, what triumph fhall he come, looj 
A vi6tor, red with Roman blood, to Rome ? 
Though mifery thy banifhment attends. 
Though thou fhalf die, by thy falfe Pharian friends j • 
Yet truft fecurely-to the choice of heaven, 
And know thy lofs ^vas for a bleffing giv'n : iot<S 

Though flight may fcem the warrior's fhame and curfe 5 
To conquer, in a caufe like this, is wcrrfe. 

And 
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And, oh ! let every mark of grief be fparM. 

May no tear fall, no gro^n^ «o %k -be heard ^ 

Still let mankind their Fotapey^a fate adqce, 10x5 

And reverence thy fall^ ev'n as thy height of power. 

Meanwhile furvey th' attending world around, 

Cities by thee poiTefsM, and monarchs x:rown*d x 

0n Africj or on Aila* caft thy eye, 

And mark the land where thou ihaltchoofe to die. i«20 

LaiifTa firil the conftant chief beht^d. 
Still great, though flying from the fatal field : 
With loud acclaim her crowds his coming greet. 
And, fighiflg, pour their prefents at his feet. 
She crowns her altars, and pr-oclaims a feaft s 
Would put on joy to chear her noble gueft j 
But weeps, and begs to (hai'e his woes at leaft. 
So was he lov'd ev'n in his loft eftate. 
Such faith, fuch friendHiip, on his. ruins wait; 
With eafe Pharfaiia's lofs might be fupply'd, loj^ 
While eager nations haften to his fide : 
As if misfortune meant to blefs him more, 
Than all his long.profperity before. 
In vain, he cries, you bring the vanquiihM aid ; 'J 
Henceforth to Oefar be your hopiage paid, % 

Caefar, who triumphs o*er yon heaps of dead. j 

With that, his courfer urging on to flight. 
He vanifli'd from the mournful city's fight. 
With cries, and loud laments, they fill the air. 
And curfe tlie crud gods, in fiercenefs of defpair. Z040 

Now in huge lakes Hefpcrian crimfon ftood. 
And Caefar's felf grew filiated with Wood. 

Y Tbr 
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The great patricians fairn, his pity fparM 

The worthlefs, unrcfifting, vulgar herd. 

,.Then, while his glowing fortune yet was warm, 1045 

And fcattering terror fpread the wild alarm, 

Straight to the hoftile camp his way he bent, *> 

Careful to feiz« the hafty flier s tent, > 

The leifure of a night, and thinking to prevent. J 

«fiIor reck'd he much the weary foldiers toil, lO^o 

But led them prone, and greedy to the fpoil. 

Behold, he cries, our viftory complete, 

The glorious recompence attends you yet : 

Much have you done to-day, for Caefar's fake; 

•Tis mine to ihew the prey, 'tis yours to take. 1055 

•Tis yours, whatever the vanquifti'd foe has left } 

"Tis what your valour gain'd, and not my gift. 

Treafures immenfe yon wealthy tents enfold. 

The gems of Afia, and Hcfperian gold ; 

JFor you the once-great Pompey's ftore attends, 1060 

With regal fpoils of his barbarian friends : 

Hafte then, prevent the foe, and feize that good, 

For which you paid fo well with Roman blood. 

He faid ; and with the rage of rapine ftung. 

The multitude tumultuous rufh along. 1C65 

On fwords, and fpears, on fires and fons they tread. 

And all reraorfelefs fpurn the gory dead. 

What trench can intercept, what fort withftand 

The brutal foldier's rude rapacious hand 5 

When eager to his crime's reward he flies, 1070 

And, bath'd in blood, demands the horrid prize ? 

There, wealth colkaed from the world around. 

The deftin'd recompence of war, they found. 

But, 
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But, oh ! not golden Arimafpus' ftore. 
Nor all the Tagus or rich Iber pour, 1075 

Can fill the greedy vi£lor*8 griping hands : 
Rome, and the capitol, their pride demands | 
All other fpoils they fcom, as worthlefs prey. 
And count their wicked labours robbM of pay* 
Here, in patrician tents, plebeians reft, xoS* 

And regal couches are by ruffians prefsM : 
There impious parricides the bed invade. 
And deep where late their ilaughterM fires were laid. 
Meanwhile the battle ftands in dreams renew*d. 
And Stygian horrors o>r their flumbers brood* 10S5 
Aflonifhment and dread their fouls infeft. 
And guilt fits painful on each heaving breaft. 
Arms, blood, and death, work in the labouring brain $ 
They figh, they fhut, they flrive, and fight it o'er again. 
Afcending fiends infe£l the air around, 1090 

And hell breathes baleful through the groaning ground : 
Hence dire affright difh-afls the warriors fouls. 
Vengeance divine their daring hearts controuls. 
Snakes hifs, and livid flame tormenting rolls. 
Each, as his hands in guilt have been imbrued, 1095 
By fome pale fpe^re flies all night purfued. 
In various forms the ghofts unnumbered groan. 
The brother, friend, the father, and the fon : 
To every wretch his proper phantom fell. 
While Caefar fleeps the general care of hell. no* 

Such were his pangs as mad Orefbs felt. 
Ere yet the Scythian altar purg*d his guilt. 
Such horrors Pentheus, fuch Agave knewj 
He when bis rage firft came, and fhe when her*s withdrew. 
Y 1 Prefent 
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Prefent and fotnre fwords his bofom bears, itof 

And feels the blow that Brutas now defers* 
Vengeance, in all her pomp of pain, attends $ } 

To wheels ihe binds him, and with vultures rends, \ 
'With racks of confcience, and with whips of fiends* J 
But (bon the viiionary horrors pafs, smo 

.And his firft rage with day refumes its place : 
Again his eyes rejoice to viewsthe ilain. 
And run unweary*d o>r the dreadful plain. 
^He bids his train pzepare his impious board. 
And feafts amidft.the heaps of death abhonr^d* i»i{ 
There each pale, face at leifure he may know. 
And ftill behold the purple current^ftow. 
He views the woeful wide horizon round. 
Then joys that earth is no where to beibund. 
And owns, thofe gods he ferves, hisutmoft wifii have - 
crown'd | 

Still greedy to poflefs the cursM delight. 

To glut his foul, and gratify his fight. 

The laft itinereal honours he denies. 

And poifons with the ftench Emathia*s fkies* 

Not thus the iwom inveterate foe of Rome, ixa.^ 

Jlefus'd the vanquiih'd confurs bones a tomb ; 
.His piety the country round beheld. 

And bright with fires fhone Canns^s fatal field. 

But Caefar*s rage from fiercer motives rofe ; 

Thefe were his countrymen, his worft of foes. Z13S 
^ut, oh I relent, forget thy hatred paft. 

And give the wandering fiiades to reft at laft. 

Nor feek we fingle honours for the dead. 

At once kt nations on the pile be laid 1 
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To feed the flame, let heapy forcfts rife. 

Far be it feen to fret the ruddy ikies. 

And grieve defpairing Pompey where he flies. 

Know too, proud conqueror, thy wrath in yain 
Strews withunburyM carcafes the plain. 
What is it to thy malice, if they bum, 114Q 

Rot in the field* or moulder in the urn ?- 
The forms of matter all diilblving die, 
And loft in nature*s blending bofom lie* 
Though now thy cruelty denies a gravt, • 
Thefe and the world one com mon lot fliall have } x 145 
One laft appointed flame, by Fate^s decree. 
Shall wafte yon azure heavens, this earth, and fea ; 
Shall knead the dead up in one mingled mafs. 
Where ftars and they. (hall undiftinguifliV pafs. 
And though thou fcorn their fellowfhip, yet know, 
High as thy own can foar- thefe fouls (hall go j 
Gr (ind, perhaps, a better place below* 
Death is beyond thy Goddefs Fortune's power. 
And parent Earth receives whatever (he bore. 
Nor will we mourn tho(e Romans fate, who lie 1155 
Beneath the glorious covering of the iky 5 
That ftarry arch for ever round them turns, 
A nobler (helter far than tombs or urns. 

But wherefore parts the loathing viftor hence ? 
Does flaugluer (Irike too ftrongly on thy fcnfej 11 (>o^ 
Yet ftay, yet breathe the thick infe6lious ftream. 
Vet quaff with joy the blood-polluted (learn. 
But fee, they fly ! the daring warriors yield! 
And the dead heaps drive Caefar from th( (leM ! 

Y 3 N«w 
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Now to the prej, gaunt wolves, a howling tnun> n 
Speed hungry from the far Biltonian plain } 
From Pholoe the tawny l<on comes. 
And growling bears forfake their darkfome homes x 
With thefe, lean dogs in herds obfcene repair. 
And every kind that' (huffs the tainted air. xs 

For fo6d the cranes theic wonted flight delay. 
That erft to warmer Nile had wingM their way j 
With them the feathered race convene from far. 
Who gather to the prey, and wait on war. 
Ne^er were fuch flocks of vultures feen to fly, 1 1 
And hide with fpreading plumes thfe crouded iky t 
Gorging on limbs in every tree they fat, 
And dropd raw morfels down, and gory fat : 
Oft their tir'd talons, loofening as they fled, 
Rain'd horrid offals on the viflor's head. n 

But while the flain fupply'd too full a fcaft. 
The plenty bred fatiety at laft j 
The ravenous feeders riot at theiV eafe, 
And fingle cut what dainties beft may pleafe. 
Part borne away, the reft neglefted lie, 1 1 

For noon-day funs, and parching winds, to dry 5 
Till length of time ihall wear them quite away. 
And mix them with Emathia's common clay. 

Oh fatal Theflaly I Oh land abhorr'd ! 
How have thy fields the hate of heaven irtcurr'd j 11. 
That thus the gods to thee deftruftion doom. 
And load thee with the curfe of falling Rome ! 
Still to new crimes, new horrors, deft thou hafte. 
When yet thy former mifchiefs fcarce were paft, 

Wh; 
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What rolling years, what ages, can repay 1195 

The multitudes thy wars have fwept away ! 

Though tombs and urns their numerous ftore (hou!d 

fpread. 
And long antiquity yield all her dead ; 
Thy guilty plains more Slaughtered Romans hold. 
Than all thofe tombs, and all thofe urns, infold. 1200. 
Hence bloody fpots fhall ftain thy grafly green, 
And crimfon drops on bladed corn be feen : 
Each plowfhare fome dead patriot (hall moleft, 
Dilhirb his bones, and rob his ghoft of reft. 
Oh ! had the guilt of war been all thy own, 1Z05 

Were civil rage confinM to thee alone j 
No mariner his labouring bark fhould moor. 
In hopes of fafety, on thy dreadful fhore j 
No fwain thy fpeftre-haunted plain fhould know, 
Nor turn thy blood-ftain'd faUow with his plow : 1110 
No (hepherd e'er fhould drive his flock to feed,. 
Where Romans flain enrich the verdant mead : 
All defolate (hould lie thy land and wafte. 
As in fome fcorcIiM or frozen region placed. 
Sut the great gods forbid our partial hate 1215 

On Theffaly's diftinguiih'd land to wait; 
New blood, and other flaughters, they decree. 
And others (hall be guilty too, like thee. 
Munda and Miitina fliall boaft their (lain„ If 

Pachynus^ waters ihaj*e the purple ftain, > 

And Allium juftify Pharfalia':, plain, \ 

y 4. iUCATS 
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From Phai&lia, Fompfjr flies, firft to Larifla, and aftep 
to the lea-ihore j wliere he embarks vpon a fmalt 
YeflTel for Leflnic. There, alter a melavcholy meetiifg 
with Coraefia* and his refufal of the Mityleniana- 
invitations, he enibarks with his wife for tne coafr 
of Afia. In the waj thither he is joiqed by his foa 
Sextus, and feVeral perfons of diftinfiton, who had 
fled likewife kom the late battle 5 and ainon^ Ae 
reft by Deiotami^ kin|r of Gallo^Gratcia. To himhs 
recommends the foliciting of fupplies from the kisg . 
of Parthia, and the reft of his allies in Afia. After 
coafting Cilicia for fome time, he comes at length 
to a little town called Syedra or Syedrae, where great 
part of the fenate meet him. With thefe^ he deli- 
berates upon the prcfent circumftanccs of the com- 
monwealthy and propofes either Mauritania, ^gypt^ 
or Parthia, as the proper places where he may hope 
to be received, anci from whole kings he may expeft 
afltftance. In his own opinion he inclines to the 
Parthians j but this Lentulus, in a long oration, 
oppofes very warmly ; and, in coniideration of young 
Ptolemy's perfonal obligations to Pompey, prefers 
iEgypt. This advice is generally approved and foU 
lowed, and Pompey fets fail accordingly for .^gypt. 
Upon his arrival on that coaft, the king calls a coun- 
cil, where at the inftigation of Pothinus, a villain- 
ous minifter, it is refolved to take his life ; and the 
executicm of this order is committed to the care of 
Achillas, formerly the king's governor, and then 
« general 
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general of the army, He^ with Septimius, a rcne- 
cado Roman foldier^ who had formerly ierved under 
Pompey, upon forae frivolous pretences, perfuades 
kirn to quit' his fhip, and come into their boat ; 
where, as they make towards the fliore, he trea- 
' cheroufly murders him, in the fight of his wife, his 
fon, and the reft of his fleet. His head is cut off,. 
and his body thrown into the fea. The head is 
fixed upon a fpear, and carried to Ptolemy 5 who, 
after he had feen it, commands it to be embalmed. 
In the fucceeding night, one Cordus, who had been 
a follower of Pomjpey, finds the trunk floating near 
the fhore, brings it to land with fome difficulty ; 
and, with a few planks that remained from a fhip* 
wrecked veflel, burns it. The melancholy defcrip- 
tiooL of tiiis mean firaeral, with* the poet^s invedlive 
againft the gods, and fortune, for their unworthy 
tteatment of fo great a man, concludes this book. 

NOW" through- the vale, by great Alcides made. 
And the fwect maze of Tempc's pleafing fhade, 
Chearlefsy thy flying chief renewed his fpeed, 
And urg'd, with> gory fpurs, his fainting ftecd. 
Fairn from the former greatnefs of his mind, 5. 

He turns where doubtful paths obfcurely wind^ 
The fellows of his flight increafe his dread. 
While hard behind the trampling horfemcn tread : 
He flarts at every ruftling of the trees,. 
And fears the whifpcrs of each murmuring breeze. jq> 
He feels not yet, alas I his lofl eflate 5 
And, though he flies, believes himfelf ftill great j 
Imagines millions for his life are bid. 
And rates his own^ as he would Caefar's head. 

Where- 
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Where-c'cr his fear explores untrodden ways, 15 

His well-known vifage ilill bis flight betrays. 

Many he meets unknowing of his chance, 

Whofe gathering forces to his aid advance. 

With gaze aftonifhM, thefe their chief behold. 

And fcarce believe what by himfelf is told. 20 

In vain, to covert, from the world he flies. 

Fortune ftill grieves him with purfuing eyes : 

Still aggravates, ftill urges his difgrace. 

And galls him with the thoughts of what he was. 

His youthful triumph fadly now returns. 

His Pontic and piratic wars he mourns. 

While ftung with fecret fiiame and anxious care Jie 

burns. 

Thus age to forrows oft the great betrays. 
When lofs of empire comes with length of days. 
Life and enjoyment ftill one end ftiall have, 30 

Left early mifery prevent the grave, 
The good, that lafts not, was in vain beftow'd, 
And eafe once paft becomes the prefcnt load ; 
Then let the wife, in fortune's kindeft hour, 35 

Still keep one fafe retreat within his power j 
Let death be near, to guard him from furprizc. 
And free him, when the fickle goddefs flies. 

Now to thofe fliores the haplefs Pompey came. 
Where hoary Peneus rolls his ancient ftream : 
Red with Emathian flaughter ran his flood, 46 

And dy'd the ocean deep in Roman blood. 
There a poor bark, whofe keel perhaps might glide 
Safe down fomc river's fmopth d«fcendiiig title, 

Rcceiv'd 
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Rereiv'd the mighty matter of the main, 

Whofe fpreading navies hide the liquid plain. ' 45 

In this he braves the winds and ftormy fea. 

And to the Lefbian iile dire6ls his way. 

There the kind partner of liis every care. 

His faithful, lov'd Cornelia, languiftiM there : 

At that fad diftance more unhappy far, 50 

Than in the midft of danger, death, and war. 

There on her heart, ev"*n all the live-long day. 

Foreboding thought a weary burden lay : 

Sad vifions haunt her (lumbers with affright. 

And Thefliily returns with every night. 55 

Soon as the ruddy morning paints the (kies. 

Swift to the (hore the penfive mourner flies ; 

There, lonely fitting on the cliff's bleak brow. 

Her fight fhe fixes on the feas below 5 

Attentive marks the wide horizon^s bound, 60 

And kens each fail that rifes in the round : 

Thick beats her heart, as every prow draws near. 

And dreads the fortunes of her lord to Jiear. 

At length, behold ! the fatal bark is come ! 
See ! the fwoln canvas labouring with her doom. 65 " 
Preventing fame, misfortune lends him wings. 
And Pompey's felf his own fad ftory brings. 
Now bid thy eyes, thou loft Cornelia, flow. 
And change thy fears to certain forrows^ now* 
Swift glides the woeful veffel on to land ; 70 

Forth flies the headlong matron to the ftrand. 
There foon Ihe found what worft the gods could do, " 
There foon her dear much -altered lord flie knew 3 
Though fearful all and ghaftly was his hue. 

Rud« 
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Kude, o*er hit fsccy hn hoaiy locks wtse gitiwiiy. ^ 
And duft w«t ciftupofi bis Roman gown. 
She faw, and, hunting, funk in fudden nigbt $ 
OVief flopped her tmsath, and (hot out loadiibm« U^t t 
The loofening wtvrtt no more their force exert. 
And motion cea»*d within the freezing heart-i 8* 

Death kindly feem*d^her wifiies to obey, 
Andy ftretch*d upon thebeach, a cosTe ihe*lay. 

Bvt\ now tile mariners the YcflTel moor, 
And Pompey, landing, views the lonely ikbre. 
The faithful maids their loud lamentings ceasM, t^ 
AM revercndly their ruder grief fupprefsM. 
Straight, wbik with duteous care they kneel anHinil^ 
And raife their wretched miftrefs from the graund. 
Her lord infolds her with a ftri^ embrace. 
And joins his cheek clofe to her lifelefs face s 90 

Ai the known touch, her failing fenfe returns. 
And vital warmth-in kindling bluibcs burns. 
At length, from virtue thus he feeks relief. 
And kindly chides her violence of grief : 94 

Canft thou then fink, thou daughter of the great. 
Sprung from the nobleft guardians of our ftate ; 
Canft thou thus yield to the firfl: (hock of fate ? 
Whatever deathlefs monuments of praife 
Thy fcx can merit, His in thee to raife. 
On man alone life's ruder trials wait, xoa 

The (ields of battle, and the cares of ftate 5 
While the wife's virtue then is only try'd. 
When faithlefs fortime quits her hu(band*s lidc. 
Arm then thy foul, the glorious talk to prove, 
And learn, thy miferable lord to love^ 105 

4 Behold 
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Behold me of my power and pomp bereft. 
By all my kings, and by Rome's fathers lefts 
Oh make that lofs thy glory ) and be thou 
The only follower of Pompey now. 
This grief becomes thee not, while I fiirvive^ ito 
War wounds not thee, fince I am ftill alive : 
Thefe tears a dying hulband ihould deplore^ 
And only fall when Pompey is no more. 
*Tis true, my former greatnefsall is loft ; 
Who weep for that, no love .for me can boaft, 
But mourn the lofs of what they valued moft. 

Mov'd at her lord's reproof, the matron rofe } 
Yet, ftill complaining, thus avowed her woes : 

Ah 1 wherefore was I not much rather led* 
A fatal bride, to Caefar's hated bed ? 120 

To thee unlucky, and a curfe, I came, 
Unbleft by yellow Hymen's holy flame : 
My bleeding Craffus, and his fire, ftood by. 
And fell Erynnis fliook her torch on high. 
My fate on thee the Parthian vengeance draws, 125 
And urges heaven to hate the jufter catife. 
Ah ! my. once greateft lord I ah ! cruel hour ! 
Is thy viJlorious head in fortune's power ? 
Since miferies my "baneful love purfue, 
Why did I wed thee, only to undo ? 1 30 

But fee, to death my willing neck I bow $ 
"Atone the angry gods by one kind blow. 
Long fince, for tliee, my life I would have gplven 5 
Yet, kt*me, yet prevent the wrath of heaven. 

Kill 
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Kill me, and fcatter me upon the fea. 

So fhall propitious tides thy fleets convey. 

Thy kings be faithfoly and the world obey. 

And thouy where-e*er thy fuUen phantom flies. 

Oh I Julia I let thy rival's blood Aiffice; 

Let me the rage of jealous vengeance bear, 140 

But him, thy lord, thy once-lovM Pompey ipare. 

She faid, and funk widiin his arms again | 
In ftreams of forrow melt the mournful train : 
£v*n his, the wanior*s eyes, were fbrc*d to 3rield9 • 
That faw, without a tear, Pharialia's field.. 14.5 

Now to the flnmd the Mitylenians prefsM, 
And humbly thus befpoke their noble gueft : 

If, to fticceeding times, our ifle fliall boaft 
The pledge of Pompey left upon her coaft, 
Pifdain not, if thy prefence now we claim, 150 

And fain would confecrate our walls to fame. 
Make thou this place in future (lory great. 
Where pious Romans may dire^ their feet. 
To view with adoration thy retreat. 
This may, we plead, in favour of the town; 155 

That, while mankind the profperous' vi6tor own. 
Already, Csefar^s foes avow'd, are we. 
Nor add new guilt, by duty paid to thee. 
Bome fafety too our ambient feas fecure; 
Csfar wants fliips, and we defy bis power. j6q 

Here may Rome*s fcatter'd fathers well unite 
And arm againfl a fecond happier fight. 
Our Le(bian youth with ready courage ftands. 
To man thy navies, or recruit thy bands. 

For 
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For gold, whate'er to facred iiie is lent, 165 

Take it, and the rapacious foe prevent. 

This only mark of friendlhip we intreat. 

Seek not to (hun us in thy low eftate j 

But let our Lefbos, in thy ruin, prove. 

As in thy greatnefs, worthy of thy love. i7# 

Much was the leader mov'd, and joy'd to find 
Faith had not quite abandoned human-kind. 
To me (he cry'd) for ever were you dear 5 
Witnefs the pledge committed to your care : 
Here in fecurity I plac'd my home, 175 

My houftiold-gods, my heart, my wife, my Rome. 
I know what ranfom might your pardon buy. 
And yet I truft you, yet to you I fly. 
But, oh ! too long my woes you fingly bear; "J 

I leave you, not for lands which I prefer, i 

But that the world the common load may fhare. j f 
Lelbos ! for ever facred be thy name 1 
May late pofterity thy truth proclaim ! 
Whether thy fair example fpread around. 
Or whether, fingly, faithful thou art found : 185 

For 'tis refolv'd, 'tis fix'd within my mind. 
To try the doubtful world, and prove mankind. 
Oh ! grant, good heaven 1 if there be one alone. 
One gracious power fo loft a caufe to own. 
Grant, like the Le(bians, I my friends may find; 190 
Such who, though Csefar threaten, dare be kind : 
Who, with the fame juft hofpitable h^art. 
May leave me free to enter, or depart. 

He ceas'd ; and to the fhip his partner bore. 
While loud complainings fill the ibundang ihore. 19 ; 

It 
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'ft feemM as if the nation with her pa^i'd, 
.And banishment had laid their ifland wafte* 

Their fecond ibrrows they to Pompey give. 

For her, as. for their citizen^ they grieve. 

£v*n though glad viilory had caU'd her thence, «co 
.And her lord's bidding been the juft pretence j 

The Lefi>ian matrons had in tears been drownM, 
,And brought her weeping to the watery bound. 

So was (he lovM> &> winning was her grace. 

Such lowly fweetncis dwelt upon her face j 205 

^Jn fuch humility her life (he ied^ 

£v'n while her.lord was Rome's conoividing he^d, '\ 
^ As if his fortune were already fled* 

Half hid in feas defcending Phoebus lay, 
.And upwards half, half downwards ihot the (day 9 aso 

When wakeful cares revolve in Poin|p<y*s foul, 

And run the wide world o'er, -fiom pole to pole. 
^Sach realm, each cky, in his mind are weighed, 

Where he may iy, fr<ua whence /depend on aid. 

Weary'd at Longth beneath the load of woes, 1115 

And thofe fad fcenes his future views difciQ&, 

In converfafiioa'for relief be feHght, 

And exercis'd on variousvthemes his thought. 

Now fits he by the cai'efiil piiot-s fide. 

And a(ks what rules their watery journey guide $ cm 
^iiat lights of heaven hk art attends to moft. 

Bound by^theXibyan or the Sjum coaft. 
To him, intent upon the reiting ilcies, 

The heaven-'inftru&ed fhipman thus replies 1 

Of all yon multitude of golden ftars, 975 

Wiiich the wide rounding fphcre iaceflant b*«r«, 

Xhe 
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The cautious mariner relies on none, 

But keeps him to the condant pole alone* 

When o'er the yard the leflcr Bear afpircs. 

And from the topmaft gleam its paly firasy 230 

Then Bofphorus near-neighbouring we explore. 

And hear loud billows beat the Scythian ihore : 

But when Califto's ihining fon defcends. 

And the low Cynofure towVds ocean bends. 

For Syria ftraight we know the veffel bears, 235 

Where firft Canopos' fouthem fign appears. 

If ftill upon the left thofe ftars thou keep. 

And, pafling Pharosi, plow the foamy deep. 

Then j-jght a-head thy lucklefs bark ihall reach 

The Libyan ihoals, and Syrts unfaithful beach. 240 

But fay, for lo ! on thee attends my hand, 

What courie doft thou aflign? what feas, what 

land? 
Speak, and the helm fhall turn at thy command. 

To him the chief, by doubts uncertain toft j 
t>h, fly the Latian and Theflalian coaft : 245 

Thofe only lands avoid. For all befide, 
Yield to the driving winds, and rolling tide 5 
Let fortune, where fhc pleafe, a port provide. 
Till Lelbos xlid my deareft pledge reftore. 
That thought determined me to feek that ftiore : 250 
All ports, all regions, but thofe fatal two, ' 
Are equal to unhappy Pompey now. 

Scarce had he fpoke, when ftraight the raafter veer'd. 
And right for Chios, and for Afia fteer'd. 
The working waves the courfe inverted feel, '255 

And dafti and foam beneath the winding keeL . 

Z With 
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With art like this, on rapid chariots bornej 
Around the column flcilful racers turn : 
The nether wheels beai* nicely on the goal, 
The farther, wide, in diftant circles roll. ^rfio 

Now day*s bright beams the various earth dilclofe. 
And o'er the fading ftars the fun arofe ; 
When Pompey gathering to his fide beheld 
The fcatter'd relicks of Pharfalia's field. 
Firft from the Lefbian ifle his fon drew near, '-2,^5 

And foon a troop of faithful chiefs appear. 
Nor purple princes, yet, difdain to wait 
On vanquifh*d Pompey's humbler low eftate. 
Proud monarchs, who in eaftern kingdoms reign^ 
Mix in the great illuftrious exile's train. ayo 

From thefe, apart, Deiotarus he ^rawg. 
The long-approv'd companion of (lis cau^e: 
Thou beft {he cries) of all my royal friends I 
Since with our lofs Kome^s power apd empire ends ^ 
What yet remains, but that we caJl from far %j^ 

Theeaftern nations, to fupport the, war! 
Euphrates has not own'd proud Caefar's fide. 
And Tigris ^olls a jet unconquer'd tide. 
JLet it not grieve thee, then, to feek fgr, aid 
^rom the wild Scythian, and remoted Mede* sSe 

To Parthia^s monarch xny di/farefs declare. 
And at his throne fpeak this my humble prayer. 
If faith in ancient leagues is to be found, 
£.eagues by our altars and your Magi bound. 
Now ftring the Getic and ArmeniaQ bow, aS^ 

And in full quivers feathered (hafts bellow. 

If 
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If when o^er Cafpian hills my troops I led, 

'Gain 2- Allans, in eternil warfare bred, 

I fought not once to make your Parthians yield. 

But left them free to range the Perilgin field. 290 

Beyond th* Affyrian bounds my eagles flew. 

And conquep'd realms, that Cyrus never knew| 

Ev'n to tlie utmoft eaft I urgM my way. 

And ere the Perfian, iaw the rifingday : 

Yet while beneath my yoke the nationt bend, ^.95 

I fought the Parthian .only as my frienjd. 

Yet more; when Carrse biufli^d with Craflus' blood. 

And Latiura her fevereft vengeance vow'-d ; 
. When war with Parthia was the cominon cry, 

^ho ftop'd the fury- of that rage, but I ? 300 

If this be true, through Z«ugma take your way. 

Nor let EuphratesMircam the march, delay. j 

In gratitude, .to luy afjillance come j 

Fight Porapey's caufe, ,and conquer: willing Rome. 
He faid j -the monarch chearfuUy .qbey'd, joj 

And ftraight afide;his royal robes he laid 5 

Then bid his Hares their humbler vedmnits bring : 

And in that fenriJe veilfionceals jjxc ikjgg. 

Thus maj-dfty^giTesi its :{irDud trappings o>r, 

And humblyifecks:forfafety-from the poor. 510 

The poor, -who no difguifes need, nor .wear:; 

Unbleft with greatnefs, and uavexM with fear. 

His princely friend now iafeconveyMito land. 

The chief o'erpafsM the famM Ephefian-ftrand, 

loaria's'i-ocks, with Colephoil^s (mooth deep, 315 

And foamy cliffs with raggetd SamoS' keep. 

Z a From 
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From Coan (hores foft breathes the weftem wind^ 

And Rhodes and Gnidos foon are left behind. 

Then crolFing o'er Telmeflbs' ample bay, 

Right to Pamphilia's coaft he cuts his way. 320 

Sufpicioiis of the land, he keeps the main. 

Till poor Phafeiis, firft, receives his wandering train. 

There, free from fears, with eafc he may command 

Her citizens, fcarce equal to his band. 

Nor lingering there, his fweiling fails are fpread, 325 

Till he difcerns proud Taurus' riling head : 

A mighty mafs he (lands, while down his fide 

Defcending Dipfas rolls his headlong tide. 

In a flight 'bark he runs fecurely o'er 

The pirates once-infefted dreadful fhore. 33^ 

Ah ! when he fet the watery empire free, 

And fwept the fierce Cilician from the fea. 

Could the fuccefsful warrior have forethought 

'Twas for his future fafety, then, he fought I ^ 

At length the gathenng fathers of the ftate, 335 

In full aflemWy, on their leader wait : 

Within Syedra*« walls their fenate meets. 

Whom, fighiog, thus th' illuftrious exile greets, . 

My friends 1 who with me fought, who with me fled^ 
And now are to me in my country*s.ftead ; 349 

Though quite defencelefs and unarm'd we ftand. 
On this Cilician, naked, foreign fixand ; 
Though every mark of fortune's wrath we bear. 
And feem to feek for counfel in defpair j 
Prcferve your fouls undaunted, free, and great, 345 
And know I am notfairn intirely, yet, 

Spite 
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Spite of the ruins of Emathia's plain. 

Yet can I rear my drooping head again. 

From Afric's duft abandoned Marius rofc,- 

To feize the Fafces, and infult his foes. 350 

My lofs is lighter, lefs is my difgrace j 

Shall I defpair to reach ray former place ? 

Still on the Grecian feas my navies ridc,^ 

And many a valiant leader owns my fide^ 

All that Pharfalia^s lucklefs field could do, 355 

Was to difperfe my forces, not fubdue. • 

Still fafe beneath my former fame I ftaud. 

Dear to the world, and lovM in every land. 

'Tis yours to counfel and determine, whom< 

We ftiall apply to, in the caufe of Rome; 360 

What faithful friend may beft affiftance bring 5. 

The Libyan, Parthian, or ^Egyptian king. 

For me, what courfe my thoughts incline to take, 

Ileie freely, and at large, I mean to fpeak^ 

What moft diflike me in the Pharian prince, 365 

Are his raw years, and yet unpraflis'd fenfe : 

Virtue, in youth, no ftable footing finds, 

And conftancy is built on manly minds. 

Nor, with lefs danger, may our truft explore 

The faith uncertain of the crafty Moor ; 370 

From Carthaginian blood he draws his race. 

Still mindful of the vanquifti'd town's difgrace ; , 

From thence Numidian mifchiefs he derives. 

And Hannibal in his falfe heart furviv^s : 

With pride he faw fubmiflive Varus bow, 375 . 

And joys to heai* the Roman power lies low* 

Z a T* 
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To warlike Parthia therefore let ti» turn. 

Where flars unkfKywn in di(bint azure bum ; 

Where Cafplan hills to part the world arife,. 

<Ajid night and day futceed in other ikies ^ 3 

Where rich AfTyrian plains Euphrates laves. 

And feas difcoloilrM roll their ruddy waves. 

Ambition, there, delights in arms to reign. 

There rufhing fijuadrons thunder o'er the plain | 

There young and old the bow promifcuovs bend^ 1 

And fatal ihafts with aim unerring fend. 

They firil tht Macedonian phalanx brake. 

And hand to hand repelPd the GreclaA ftroke ^ 

They drove the Mede and Ba^irian from the field. 

And taught afpiring Babylon to yield ; ^ 

Fearlefs againft the Roman pile they ftood, 

And triumphed in our vanquifli'd Craffus^ blood. 

Nor truft they to the points of piercing darts. 

But furniih death with new improving arts. 

In mortal juices dipt their arrows fly, ^ 

And if they tafte the blood, the wounded die. 

Too well their powers and favouring gods we know. 

And wifh our fate much rather would allow 

Some other aid again ft the common foe. 

With unaufpicious fuccour Ihall they come, ^ 

Nurs'd in the hate and rivalfhip of Rome. 

With thefe, the neighbouring nations round (hall ai 

And the whole eaft rouze at the dire alarm. 

Should the barbarian race their aid deny. 

Yet would I choofe in that ftrange land to die : ^ 

There let our fhipwreck'd poor remains be thrown. 

Cur lofs forgotten, and our names unknown : 

Secur 
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Securely there iJI-fortune would I brave, 

Nor meanly fue to kings, whofc crowns I gave ; 

From Caeiar free, enjoy my lateft hour, 410 

And fcorn his anger'^^s and his mercy's pow'r. 

Still, when my thoughts my former days reftore. 

With joy, methinks, 1 run thofe regfons o'er j 

There, much the better parts of life Iprov'd,- 

Rever'd by all, applauded, and belov'd ; ' 415 

Wide o'er Masotis fprcad my happy name^ . ' 

And Tanais ran confcious of my fame 5 ' 

My vanqui/h'd enemies niy conquefts moum'd,. 

And covered ftill with laurels, I returned. 

Approve then, Rome, my prefent caresTof thee ; 420 

Thine is the gain, whatever the event fliall be. 

What greater boon canftthou from heaven demand. 

Than in thy caufe to arm the Parthian's hand ? 

Bail)arians thus /hall wage thy civil war, 

And thole thit hate thee, in thy ruin fliare. 425 

When Caefar and Phraates battle join. 

They muft revenge, or CrafTus' wrongs, or mine. 

The leader ceas'd j and ftraight.a murmuring found 
Ran through the difapproving fathei:s round. 
With thefe, in high pre-eminence, there fate 4.30 

Diillnguifh'd Lentulus, the conful late : 
None with more generous indignation ihmg, 
Or nobler grief, beheld his country's wrong. 
Sudden lie rofe, rever'd, and thus began. 
In words that well became the fubjeft, and the man : . 

Can then Pharfalia's ruins thus control 
The former greatnefs of thy Roman foul ? 

Z4.. Mud 
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Muft the whole world, our laws and countrf^ yield ' 
To one unlucky day, one ill-fought field ? 
Haft thou no hopes of fuccour, no retreat, 440 

But mean proftration at the Parthian^s feet ? 
Art thou grown weary of our earth and iky. 
That thus thou feek*ft a fugitive to fly | 
New ftars t9 view, new regions to explore. 
To learn new manners, and new gods adore f 445 
Wilt thou before Chaldean altars bend* 
Worship their fires, and on their kings depend ? 
Why didft thou draw the world to arms around. 
Why cheat mankind with liberty's fweet found ? 
Why on £mathia*s plain fierce Caefar brave, 4.^ 

When thou canft ^eld thyfelf a tyrant's flave f 
Shall Parthia, who with terror fhoek from far. 
To hear thee namM, to head the Roman war. 
Who faw thee lead proud monarch s in thy chain. 
From wild Hyrcania and the Indian main ; 453 

Shall flie, that very Parthia, fee thee jiow, 
A poor, dejefted, humble fuppliant bow ? 
Then haughtily with Rome her greatnefs mate. 
And fcorn thy country, for thy groveling fate ? 
Thy tongue, in eaftem languages untaught, 466 

Shall want the words that fliould explain thy thought : 
Tears, then, unmanly, muft thy fuit declare 5 
And fuppliant hands, uplifted, fpeak thy prayer. 
Shall Parthia (fhall iuto our ftiame be known) 
Revenge Rome's, wrongs, ere Rome revenge her own ? 
Our war no interfering kings demands, 466 

Nor ihall be trulled to barbarian hands : 

Among 
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Among ourfelves our bonds we will deplore, * 

And Rome (hall ferve the rebel fon fhe bore. " 

Why would'ft thou bid our foes trangrefs their bound. 

And teach their feet to tread Hefperian ground ? 

With enfigns, torn from Craflus, (hall they come. 

And, with his ravi(h'd honours, threaten Rome j 

His fate thofe blood- (lainM eagles (hall recall. 

And hover dreadful o'er their native wall. 475 

Canft thou believe the monarch, who withheld 

His only forces from Emathia's field. 

Will bring his fuccours to thy waining (bite, 

And bravely now defy the victor's hate ? 

No eaftern courage forms a thought fo great. 

In cold laborious climes the wintery north 

Brings her undaunted hardy warriors forth. 

In body and in mind untaught to yield. 

Stubborn of foul, and fteady in the field 5 

While Afia's fofter climate, formM to pleafe, 485 

DifTolves her fons in infolence and eafe. 

Here filken robes inveft unmanly limbs. 

And in long trains the flowing purple (treams. 

Where no rude hills Sarmatia's wilds reftrain. 

Or rufhing Tigris cuts the level plain. 

Swifter than winds along the champian borne, 

At liberty they fly, or fight, or turn, 

And, diftant ftill, the vain purfuer fcom. 

Nor with like eafe they force their warlike way. 

Where rough unequal grounds their fpeed delay. 455 

Whene'er the thicker (hades of night arife, 

UnaimM the (haft, and unavailing, flies. 

Nor 
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Nor are thej^ fpj^^ y^^ con^aQipy to pee^ 

Thofe toiis^ that |)u4pe the panting foldier fweat : 

T? clinjb t{i^ hfig:bt^> to ftei^ the rapid ^d. 

To make the dufty noon-day battle good. 

Horrid with wounds, and crufted o*er in blood. 

Nor war*s machines they kno^r^ nor have the fkiU 

To Oiake the nbnpire, or the trench to fill : 

Each fence tl^at can their winged Q^^^s epdure, <;q5 

Stands^ Ukp a fort impregnable, ^cure. 

Light are their ikirniifhes, their war is flight, 

^nd ftill to ^heel their wavering troops delight. 

To taint their coward darts, is all their care^ 

4^nd then to truft them to the flitting air. 519 

Whene'er their bows have fpent the feather'd ftore^ ' 

The mighty bufinefs of their war is o'er : 

No manly flrokes they try, nor hand to hand 

With cleaving fwords in fturdy combate ftand. 

With fwords the valiant ftill their foes invade j 5x5 

Thefe call in drugs and poifon to their aid. 

Are thefe the powers to whom thou bidft us fly ? 

Is this the land in which thy bones would lie ? 

Shall thefe barbarian hands for thee provide 

The grave, to thy unhappy friend deny'd ? ^7.0 

5iUt be it fo I that death fliall bring thee peace. 

That here thy forrows and thy toils fhall ceafe. 

Death is what man fhould wifli. But, oh ! what fate 

Shall on thy wife, thy fad furvivor, wait ! 

For her, where luft with lawlefs empire reigns, 5^5 

Somewhat more ten-ible than death remains. 

Have we not heard, with what abhorr'd defires 

The Parthian Venus fteds her guilty fires ? 

5 How 
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How their wild monarchy like the beftial race. 
Spreads the pollution of hit lewd embrace ?^ 530 

Unaw'd by reverence of connubial rkesy 
In multitudes, luxurious, he delights : 
When gorg'd with feafting, and inilamM with wine. 
No joys can fate htm, and no laws confine ^ 
Forbidding Nature, then, commands in Tain, 535 
From fifters and from mothers to abftaki. 
71ie Greek and Roman, with a trembling ear, 
Th' unwilling crime of Oedipus may hear j 
While Parthian kings like deeds, with glory, own; 
And boaft inceftuous titles to the throne. 54ft 

If crimes like thefc they can fecurely brave. 
What laws, what power, fhall thy Cornelia fave f 
Think, how the helpiefs matron may be led. 
The thoufaridth harlot, to the royal bed. 
Though when the tyrant clafps his noble (lave, 545 
And hears to whom her plighted haiid flie gave. 
Her beauties oft in fcom he fliall prefer. 
And choofe t' infult the Roman name in her. 
Thefe are the powers to whom thou would'ft fubmit. 
And Rome's revenge and Craflus' quite forget; 550 
Thy caufe, preferred to his, becomes thy fhame. 
And blots, in common, thine and Csefar^s name. 
With how much gjreater glory might you join. 
To drive the Daci, or to free the Rhine ! 
HoW well your conquering legions might you lead, 555 
'Gainft the fierce Baftrian and the haughty Mede I 
Level proud Babylon's afpiring domes. 
And with their fpoils ' inrich our llaughtcfd leaders 
tombs ? 

No 
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No longer^ Fortune ! let our friendflitp laft. 

Our peace, ill-omen'd, with the barharous E^ft ) s^ 

If civil ftrife ^th Ctcfar's coxiqueft end. 

To Afia let his profperout arms extend : 

Eternal wars there let the vi^or wage. 

And on prond Partbia pour the Roman rage. 

There I, there all, hi's victories may blefs, 565 

And Rome herfelf make vows for his fuccefs. 

Whene'er thou pafs the cold Araxes 6^er, 

An aged fhade (hall greet thee on the (hore, 

Transfix*d with arrows, mournful, pale, and boar. 

And art thou (fhall he cry, complaining) come 57Q 

In peace and friendihip, to thefe foes of Rome i 

Thou 1 from whofe hand we hopM revenge in yain» 

Poor naked ghofts, a thin unburyM train. 

That flit, lamenting, o*cf this dreaiy plain ? 

On every fide new obje£ls (hall difclofe 575 

Some mournful monument of Roman woes j 

On every wall fre(h marks thou (halt defcry, 

Where pale Hefperian heads were fix'd on high s 

Each river, as he rolls his purple tide, 

Shall own his waves in Latian (laughter dyM. 580 

If (ights like thefe thou can ft with patience bear. 

What are the horroi*^ which thy foul would fear ? 

Ev*n Caefar's felf with joy may be beheld, 

InthronM on (laughter in Emathia's (ield. 

Say then, we grant, thy cautions were not vain, 585 

Of Punic frauds and Juba's faithlefs reign j 

Abounding ^gypt ihall receive thee yet. 

And yield, unqueftion'd, a fecure retreat. 

By 
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'By nature ftrengthen'd with a dangerous ftrand, 

•Her Syrts and untryM channels guard the land. 599 

Rich in the fatnefs of her plenteous foil. 

She plants her only confidence in Nile. 

Her monarch, bred beneath thy guardian cares. 

His crown, the largefs of thy bounty, wears. 

Nor let unjuft fufpicions lirand his truth 5 595 

Candour and innocence ftiil d|Well with youth. 

Truft not a power accuftom'd to be great. 

And versM in wicked policies of ftate. 

Old kings, long hardened in the regal trade. 

By intereft and by crdft alone are fwayM, 

And violate with eafe the leagues they made : 

Whilenewiones ftillmake confcience of the truft. 

True to their, friends, and to their fubje£ls juft. 

He fpoke ; the lUlening fathers all were mov'd, 
J^.nd with concurring votes the thought approved. 605 
So much ev'n dying Liberty prevailM, 
When Pompey's fuffrage, and his counfel fail'd. 

And now Cilicia's coaft the fleet forfake. 
And o'er the watery plain for Cyprus make. 
Cyprus toiove's ambrofial goddefs dear, ^ 6x0 

For ever grateful fmoke the altars there s 
Indulgent ftill /he hears the Paphian vows. 
And loves the favourite feas from whence ihe rofe. 
So Fame. reports, if we may credit Fame, 
When her fond tales the birth of gods proclaim, 
Unbora, and from eternity the fame. 
The craggy .clifts of Cyprus quickly paft. 
The chief runs fouthward o*er the ocean vaft. 

Nor 
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:llor views lie, tbrougfi the murky veil of mght. 
The Cftfitn mountains facr diJfting^ifliM hcigiity 
'^he high-hung lantern, or the beamy light. 
HapMy at leng the labouring canvas bore 
Full on the lartheft bounds of ^gypt^s -fliore. 
Where near Pelniium parting Nile dtfcenda. 
And in her ucmoft oaflem channel ends. 41^ 

'^Twas tiow the t^e^ ipvhen equal Jove on lugh 
Had hung the goldeh bailee of the iky : 
But, ahi not long^f^oh jiifttprdponlonsllfty. 
7he righteous feaftn foon \^^ th«ng'<l'4n<)^p!ir8^$ 
.Knd Spring's, tncroaehment^ oniiseihdrtsBiiittg-ihadi^ 
^as fully to the winteiy nights-Tepaid t 
'Whto to the bktcf frM tihore Ikdy madei^rporty 
That, -near htghCa^hire, lay the Phaiian court, 
•This Icnown, 'be ijhither ^wrhs his 4ready fail, 
Tbe light yet lading with the -feyouriiig. gale. 655 

The fleet arrived, the news iliesfwiftly round. 
And. their •nWifguefts the troubled court confound. 
The time ^wiBflkirtj howe'^r the eooftcil met. 
Vile minift8rs,:*a Wdilftrous motley 'fet.' 
Of thefe^ the chief - in honour, and ithe :beft, z$^ 

Was old Achofcus the M^m^hian^pneft: 
In Ifis and Ofiris he'Miev'd, 
And reverend* «ales, ^from-fii^ to(bn'r*:eiv'd 5 
Could mark the'fWellof Nile's 'increafing tide. 
And norany an A^is in* his timeliaddy^d j .^4:5 

Yet was his age 'v^ith geiitlcfl: niamiers fraught. 
Humbly he fpoke, and moddtly he* taught. 
With good i ntent' the pious fee^'all^e, 
And told how much their ftate to Pompey owes s 

What 
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What large amends their monarch ought to make, 650 

Both for his own, and for his father's fake. 

But fate had plac'd a fubtler fpeaker there, 

A tongue more fitted for a tyrant's ear, 

Pothinus, deep in arts of mifchief read, -j 

Who thus, with falfe perfuafion, blindly led > 

The eafy king, to doom his guardian dead : ^ 

To ftrifteft juftice many ills belong. 
And honefty is often m the wrbn^ : 
Chiefly when ftubborn rules her zealots pulh, 
To favour tliofe whom fortune means to crufh. 65o 
But thou, oh royal Ptolemy I be wife ; 
Change with thegddS, and fly wli6m fortune flies. 
Not earth, from yon h'^gh heavens which we admire. 
Not from the watery element the fire. 
Are feverM by diiftinflion half fo wide, 665 

As intereft and int'ergrity divide. 
The mighty power of kings ho more prevails, 
When juftice comes With her deciding fcal6s. 
Freedom for all tHingii, and a lawlefs fWord, 
Alone fupport sin Arbitrary lord. Sjq 

He that is criiel ixiuft be bold in 'ilk. 
And find his tafety' from the blobd he fpills. 
For piety, atld virt'oe's ftarving rules. 
To mean retiriements let them lead their fooU : 
There, may they ftill inglorloufly be good ; 6yj 

None can be fafe^lhVourts, ^ho bliifli at^btood. 
Nor let this 'ftigitive'delpiTe thy years, - • 
Or think a ri4i1ae,likehls, <Jan taufc thy fears: 
Exert tliyieif,'^and ferh5hi*feel thy power. 
And know, that we dare drive him from ourihore, 6 8* 
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3ut if thou wiih to lay thy greatneTt dqwa» 
To fome more juft fucctflioii yield thy crown } 
Thy rival fifter willingly ihall reign. 
And fave our Agypt from a foreign chain. 
As now, at firft» in neutral peace we lajr, tftj 

,Vor would-be Pompey^s friends, nor Oefir^t ft^* 
Vanqui(h*dy where-e*er hie fortune has been tij"4». '. 
And driven,, with (com, from all. the world hMiitg 
By Caefar chac'd, and left by his allies. 
To us a baffled vagabond he flies, . . $^ 

The poor i«maining fenate loatk his fighl^ 
And ruinM monarchs curfe his fatal flight t .. 
While thoufand fantoms from th* unburyVl flaud^ .: 
Who fieed the vultures of £mathia*a plain, . ..... 

Difaftrous ftill purfue him in the rear, 695 

And urge his foul with 4iorror and defpair* 

To us for refuge now he fecks to run. 

And would once more with ^gypt be undone« 

Roufe then, oh ! Ptolemy, reprefs the wrong { 

He thinks .we have enjoy 'd our peace too longs 700 

And therefore kindly comes, that we may fliare 

*rhe crimes of flaughter, and the woes of war. 

His friendihip ihewn to thee fufpicions draws. 

And makes us feem too guilty of his caufe s 

Thy crown beftow*d, the viflor may impute $ 705 

The fenate gave it, but at Pompey's fuit. 

l9or, Pompey ! thou thyfelf (hall think it hard. 

If from thy aid, by fate, we are debarred. . 

We follow where the god, cpnftraining, lead ; 

We ilrike at thine, but wifli 'twere Cae^ir^s head. 7i« 
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Our weaknefs this, this fate's corapulUon call ; 

We only vield to him who conquers ail. 

Then doubt not' if thy blood we mean to fpill j 

Power awes us 5 if we can, we mvfi, and will- ' 

What hopes thy fond raiftaking foul betray'd, 715 

To put thy truft in Egypt's feeble aid > 

Our ilothful nation, long difus'd to toil. 

With pain fufiice to till their flimy foil. 

Our idle force due modefty fliould teach, 

^or dare to aim beyond its humble reach. jf 

Shall we refifl: where Rome was forc'd to yield. 
And make us parties to Pharfalia's field ? 

We mixM not in the fatal ftrife before : -j 

And fhall we, when the world has given it o'er ? > 
J^ow ! when we know th' avenging vJ£lor's power ? J 

Nor do we tuiii, unpltying, from diftrefs ; 

We fly not Pompey's woes, but feek fuccefs. 

The prudent oh the profperous ftill attends, 

And none but fools choofe wretches for their friends, 
ile faid j the vile aflembly all aflent, yyci 

And the boy-king his glad concurrence lent. 

Fond of ^he royalty his (laves beftow'd, 

And by new power of wickednefs made proud. 
Where Cafium high overlooks the ilioaly ftran<J, 

A bark with armed ruffians ftraight is raann'd, 

And the tafk trufted to Achillas' hahd. 

Can then u^gyptian fouls thus proudly dare I 

Is Rome, ye gods ! thus fall'n by Civil War ! 

Can you to Nile transfer the Roman guilt, 

And let fuch blood by cow;ird$ hands be fpilt ? 749 
A « Some 
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Some kindred murderer at leaft afford. 

And let him fall hy Caefar's worthy fword. 

And thou, inglorious, feeble, bcardleft boy I 

Dar ft thou thy hand in fuch a deed employ ? 

Docs not thy trembling heart, with honor; dread 745 

Jove's thunder, grunibling o'er thy guilty head ? 

Kad not his arms with triumphs oft been crowned. 

And ev'n the vanquifliM world his conqueft ownM$ 

Had not the reverend fenate call'd him head. 

And Caefar given fiair Julia to his bed, ^^e 

He was a Roman ftill : a name fhould be 

For ever facred to a king, like thee. 

Ah, fool ! thus blindly by thyfelf undone. 

Thou feek'ft his ruin, who upheld thy throne t 

He only could thy feeble power maintain, y-t 

Who gave thee fir ft o'er Egypt's realm to reign. 

The fcamen, now, advancing near to fhore. 
Strike the wide fail, and ply the plunging oar j 
When the falfe mifcreants the navy meet. 
And with difTembled chear the Roman greet. j^q 

They feign their hofpi table land addrefsM, 
With ready friendfhip, to. receive her gueft 5 
Excufmg much an inconvenient fhore. 
Where fhoals lie thick, and meeting currents roar : 
From his tall fhip, unequ^4o the place, yCs 

They beg him to their lighter bark to pafs. 

Had not the gods, unchangeably, decreed 
Devoted Pompty in that hour to bleed, 
A thoufand figns the danger near foretel. 
Seen by his fad pref aging friends too well. yjQ 
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Hud their low fawning juftly been defignM, 

If truth could lodge in an Egyptian mind. 

Their king himfelf with all his fleet had come, 

To lead, in pomp, his benefaftor home. 

But thus Fate wilPd j and Pompey chofe to bear 775 

A certain death, before uncertain fear. 

While, now, aboard the hollile boat he goes. 
To follow him, the frantic matron vows. 
And claims her partnership in all his woes. 
JBut, oh ! forbear (he cries) my love, forbear 5 780 
Thou and my fon remain in fafety here, 
l^et this old head the danger firft explore. 
And prove the faith of yon"* fufpefted fhore. 
He fpoke ; but ifae, unmovM at his commands, 
Thus loud exclaiming, ftretdh'd her eager hands : 785 
Whither, inhuman ! whither art thou gone ? 
Still muft I weep our common griefs alone ? 
Joy ftill, with thee, forfakes my boding heart 5 
And fatal is the hour whene'er we part. 
Why did thy veflel to my Lelbos turn ? 790 

Why was I from the faithful ifland borne ? 
Muft I all lands, all fhores, alike, forbear. 
And only on the feas thy forrows Ihare ? 
Thus, to the winds, loud plain'd her fruitlefs tongue. 
While eager from the deck on high flie hung 5 795 
Trembling with wilxl aftonifhment and fear. 
She dares not, while her parting lord they bear. 
Turn her eyes from him once, or fix them there, 
On him his anxious navy all are bent, 
And wait, foJicitous, the dire event. 800 
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Ho danger aiixiM againft bis life they doubt $ 

•Care for his glory only, fills their thought : 

They wifli he may. not ftain his name renownM^ 

By mean fubmiflion to the boy he crown'd. 

Juft as he enterM o'er the voiTers fide^ S05 

Hail, general I the cursM Septimius ciyM, 

A Roman once in generous warfare bred. 

And oft in arms by mighty Pompey led ; 

But now (what vile dishonour muft it bring) 

The ruffian (lave of an Egyptian king. Sto 

Fierce was he^ horrible, inurM to blood. 

And ruthlefs as the favage of ^e wood. 

Oh, Fortune I who but would have calPd thee kind. 

And thought thee mercifully now inclined. 

When thy o''er-ruling providence withheld $15 

This hand of mifchii^ from Pharfalia's field ? 

But, thus, thou fcatter^ft thy deftroying fwords» 

And every land ^y vi6lims thus affords. 

Shall Pompey at a tyrant's bidding bleed ! 

Can Roman hands be to the tafk decreed 1 

Ev'n Csefar, and his gods, abhor the deed. 

Say you ! who with the ilain of murder brand 

Immortal Brutus^s avenging hand, , 

What monftrou« titley yet to fpeech unknown. 

To lateft times fhall mark Septimius down ! ^5 

Now in the boat defencelefs Pompey fate, 
. Surrounded and abandon^ to his fate. 
JMor long they hold him in their power, aboard* 
Ere every villain drew his ruthlefs fword : 
The chief perceivM 4beir purpofe fkxm^ and ipread 8 ^ 
His Roman gown with patiencci q\x hii head s 

And 
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And when the curs'd Achillas picrcM his breaft, 
His rifing indignation clofe reprefs^d. 
No fighs, no groan s, his dignity profanM, 
Nor tears his ftill unfully'd glory ftain'd : 835 

UnmovM and firm he fixM him on his feat> 
And dy'd, as when he liv'd and conquered, great. 
Meanwhile, within his equal parting foul, 
Thefe lateft pleafing thoughts revolving roll, 
la this my ilrongeft trial, and my laft, S40 

As in fome theatre I here am plac'd ; 
The faith of -^gypt, and my fate, ihall be 
A theme for prefent times, and late pofterity. 
Much of my former life was crown'd with praife, 
And honours waited on my early days : 845 

Then, fearlefs, let me this dread period meet. 
And. force the world to own the fcene complete. 
Nor grieve, my heart ! by fuch bafe hands to bleed ; 
Whoever ftrikes the blow, 'tis Caefar's deed. 
What, though this mangled careafe (hall be torn, 850 
Thefe limbs be tod about for-public fcorn^ 
My long profperity has found its end. 
And death comes opportunely, like a friend : 
It comes, to fct me free from fortune's power,. 
And gives, what (lie can rob me of no more. . 2$^ 
My wife and fon behold me nbw, 'tis true ; 
Oh ! may no tears, no groans, my fate purfue ! 
My virtue rather let their praife approve. 
Let them admire my death, and my remembrance love- 
Such conftancy in that dread hour remain'd, tCo 
And, to the laft, the fti-uggling foul fudainM. 
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Not (6 the matron*! feebler ponven nprrls^d 
The wild impatience of her frantic bnaft t 
With every ftafo her bleeding heart waa torn. 
With wounds much harder to be feeoy tban botne* %$$. 
^Tis I, *tis I have murderM him 1 (ihe criea) 
My love the fword and ruthlefs handiiippliea* 
"^Twas I allur'd him to my fatal ifle. 
That cruel Caefar firft might reach the Nile } 
For Csefar fure is there j no hand but hit St^ 

Has right to fuch a parricide as this. 
But whether Caefar, or whoever thou art^ 
Thou haft miftook the way to Pompey^s heart s 
That facrcd pledge in ray fad bofom lies. 
There plunge thy dagger, and he more than dies. S^e 
Me too, moft worthy of thy fury know. 
The partner of his ai'ms> and fwom your foe. 
Of all our Roman wives, 1 iingly bore 
The camp's fatigue, the fea's tempeftuous roar : 
No dangers, not the viftor's wrath, I fearM ; 89o 

What mighty monarcbs durft not do, I dar'*d» 
Thefe guilty arms did their glad refuge yield. 
And clarpM him, flying from Pharfalia's field. 
Ah, Pompey ! doft thou thus thy faith reward ? 
Shalt thou be doora'd to die, and I be fparM ? 8S5 

But Fate ihall many means of death afford. 
Nor want th' afliftance of a tyrant's fword. 
And you, my friends, in pity, let me leap 
Hence headlong, down aniidft the tumbling deep : 
Or to my neck the ftranglin^- cordage tie 5 
If their be any friend of Pompey nigh. 
Transfix me, ftab me, do but let me die. 
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My lord ! my hufband ! — Yet thou art not dead 3 
And fee ! Cornelia is a captive led : 
From thee their cruel hands thy wife detain, 895 

RefervM to wear th' infulting viftorV chain. ' ' 

She fpoke j and ftifFening funk in cold defpair ;. 
Her weeping maids the lifelefs burden bear 5 
While the pale mariners the bark unmoor. 
Spread every fail, and fly the faithlefs fhore. 90* 

Nor agonies, nor livid death, difgrace 
The facred features of the hercS's face 5 
In the cold vifage, mournfully ferene 5 
The fame indignant majefty was fecn 5 
There virtue ftill unchangeable abode,. . . 905 

And fcorn'd the fpite of every partial god. 

The bloody bufmefs now complete and done. 
New Furies urge the fierce Septimios on. 
He rends the robe that vcil'd the hero's head. 
And to full view expos'd the recent dead j 910 

Hard in his horrid gripe the face he prefs^d, 
While yet the quivering mufcles life confefsM : 
He drew the dragging body down with hafte, 
Then crofs a rower's feat the neck he placM 5 
There, aukward, haggling, he divides the bone 915 
(The, head-man's art was then but rudely known). 
Straight- on the fpoil his Pharian partner flies. 
And robs the heartlefs villain of his prize. 
The head, his trophy, proud Achillas bears j . 
Septimius an inferior drudge appears. 
And in the meaner mifchief poorly fliares. 
Caught by the venerable locks, which grow,. 
In hoary ringlets, on his generous brow, , 
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To MgfpV% impioas king that head thrjr luaur. 

That lanrelt us^d to htad, and monarchs fear, 915 

Thofe facred lipty and that commattdJn{r tong^Cy 

On which the liAening Forum oft has hung j 

That tongue m^ich could the world with eafe Teftninf 

And ne*er commanded war or peace in Tain | 

That face* in which foccefs came finiling homcy ^ja 

And doubled every joy it brought to Rome ^ 

Now pale and wan^ iB fizM upon a fpear. 

And borne, for public view, aloft in air. 

The tyrant, pleas'd, beheld it $ and decreed 

To keep this pledge of his detefted deed* ^^ 

His flaves ftraight drain the ferous parts away. 

And arm the wafting fleih againft decay } 

Then drugs and gums through the void veflels pafs, • 

And for duration fix the ftiffening mafs. 

Inglorious boy I degenerate and bafe I 040 

Thou laft and worft of the Lagaean race ! 
Whofe feeble throne, ere long, (hall be compeird. 
To thy lafcivious filler's reign to yield : 
Canft thou, with altars, and with rites divine. 
The rafli vain youth of Macedon inihrine j «a 5 

Can JEgypt fuch ftupendous fabrics build 5 
Can her wide plains, with pyramids be fill'd 5 
Canft thou, beneath fuch monumental pride. 
Thy woiihlefs Ptolomaean fathers hide; 
While the great Pompey's headlcfs trunk is tofs^d 950 
In fcorn, unbury'd, on thy barbarous coaft? 
Was it fo much ? Could not thy care fufHce, 
To keep him whole, and glut his father^s eyes ? 
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In this, his fortune ever held the fame,. 

Still wholly kind, or wholly crofs, ftie came. 955. 

Patient, his long profperity Ihe bore. 

But kept this death, and this iad day, in (lore. 

No meddling god did e'er his power employ, 

To eafe his forrows, or to damp his jpy ; 

Unmingled came the bitter and the fweet, 960 

And all his good and evil was complete. 

No fooner was he ftruck by fortune's hand. 

But, fee ! he lies unbury'd on the fand j 

Rocks tear him, billows tofs him up and down, 

AndPompey by a headlefs trunk is known. 965 

Yet ere proud Casfar touched the Fharian Nile, 
Chance found his mangled foe a funeral pile : 
In pity half, and half in fcorn,. ihe gave 
A wretched, to prevent a nobler grave. 
Cordus, a follower long of Pompey's fate, 970! 

(His quaeftor in Idalian Cyprus late) 
From a clofe cave, in covert where he lay. 
Swift to the neighbouring liiore betook his way : 
Safe in the ihelter of the gloomy fhade, • 
And by ffrong ties of pious duty fwayM, 
The fearlefs youth the watery ftrand furvey'd. 
'Twas now the thickeft darknefs of the night. 
And waining Phoebe lent a feeble light j 
Yet foon the glimmering goddefs plainly fliew'd' 
The paler corfe, amid^ the dufky flood. 9^0 

The plunging Roman flies to its relief. 
And with ftrong arms infolds the floating chief. 
Long drove his labour with the tumbling main. 

And dragged the facred burden on with pain. 

4. Ni^K 
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Nigh weaiy now,, the waves inftnift him well, 9S5: 
To f(Mze til' advanta^ of th' alternate fwell : 
Borne on the mounting furge, to ihore he flies. 
And on the beach in fafety land« his prize. 
There o'er the dead he hangs with tender care. 
And drops in every gaping wound a tear : 990 

Tlfen, liftin|^ to the gloomy ikies his head. 
Thus to the ftars, and cruel gods, he prayM : 

See, fortune ! where thy Pompey lies ! and oh ! 
In pity, one, laft litfle boon befiicw* 
He afks no heaps of frankincenfe to rife, 905 

No eaftem odours to perfume the ikies ; 
No Roman necks his patriot corfe to bear. 
No reverend train of fhitues to appear i 
No pageant ihows his glories to record. 
And tell the triumphs of his conquering fword ; 1000 
No inilruments in plaintive notes to found. 
No legions fad to march in Iblemn round j 
A bier, no better than the vulgar need, 
A little wood the kindling flame to feed. 
With fome poor hand to tend the homely fire, 1005 
Is all, thefe wretched relicks now require. 
Your wrath, ye powers I Cornelia's hand denies 5 
Let that, for eveiy other lofs, fufncej 
She takes not her lailleave, ihe weeps not here, 
And yet ihe is, ye gods I ihe is too near. loio 

Thus while he fpoke, he faw where through the ihade 
A (lender flame its gleaming light dilplay'd ; 
There, as it chanc'd, abandoned and unraourn'd, 
A poor neglefted body lonely burn'd. 

He 
5 
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He feizM the kindled brands} and oh! (he faid) 1015 

Whoe'er thou art, forgive me, fricndlers (hade ; 

And though impity'd and forlorn thoa lie, 

Thyljelf a better office ftialt fupply. 

If there be fenfe in fouls departed, thinfc 

To my great leader fhall her rites refign : , loio 

With humble joy fhall quit her meaner claim. 

And blufli to burn, when Pompey wants the flame. 

He faid ; and, gathering in his garment, bore 
The glowing fragments to the neighbouring (hore. 
There foon arrivM, the noble trunk he found, 1025 
Half waflrd into the flood, half refting on the ground. 
With diligence his hands a trench prepare, 
Fit it around, and place the body there. 
No cloven oaks in lofty order lie, 
To lift the great pati-ician to the fky : 1030 

By chance a few poor planks ,were hard at hand. 
By fome late fhipwreck caft upon the ftrand $ 
Thefe pious Cordus gathers where they lay. 
And plants about the chief, as befl: he may* 

Now while the blaze began to rife around, 1035 
The youth fat mournful by upon the ground : 
And ah (he cryM) if this unworthy flame 
Difgrace thy great, majeftic, Roman name ; 
If the rude outrage of the ftormy feas 
Seem better to thy ghoft, than rites like thefe j 1040 
Yet let thy injurM fliade the wrong forget. 
Which duty and officious zeal commit. 
Fate Icems itfelf, in my excufe to plead. 
And thy hard fortune juftifies my deed, 
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I only wiih'dy nor is that wifli in vain, i04f 

To fave thee ^m the monfters of the main $ 

From vultuiM claws^ from- lions that derour. 

From mortal malice, and from Caefar^s power* 

Ko longer, then, this humbler flame withftand } 

*Tis lighted to thee by a Roman hand. 1050 

If e'er the gods permit unhappy me, 

Onfle jnore, thy lov'd Hefperian land to fee. 

With me thy exiPd «(hes Ihall return. 

And chafte Cornelia give thee to thy urn. 

Mean-w4iile, a fignal fiiall diy care provide^ xo^f . 

Some future Roman votary to guide $ 

When with due rites thy fate he would deplore. 

And thy pale head to thefe thy limbs reftore : 

Then fliall he mark the witnefs of my ftone. 

And, taught by me, thy facred ghofl: atone. 1060 

He fpoke; and ftraight, with bufy, pious hands, 
HeapM on the fmoaking corfe the fcatterM brands. 
Slow funk amidft the fire the wafting dead. 
And the faint flame with dropping marrow fed. 
Now 'gan the gh'ttering ftars to fade away, 1065 

Before the rofy promife of the day. 
When the pale youth th' unfinifli'd rites forfook. 
And to the covert of his cave betook. 

Ah ! why thus rafhiy would thy fears difclaim 
That only deed, which muft" record thy name ? xo7# 
Ev'n Caefar'sfelf fliall juft applaufe beftow. 
And praife the Roman that inters his foe. 
Securely tell him where his fon is laid. 
And he lliall give thee back his mangled head. 

But 
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'But foon behold ! the bolder youth returns, 1075 
While, half confum'd, the Smouldering carcafe burns | 
£re yet the cleanfing fire had melted down 
The flefhy mufcles, from the firmer bone* 
He quench 'd the relics in the briny wave, 
And hid them, hafty, in a narrow grave : ibZo 

Then wkh a ftone the facred duft he binds. 
To guard it from the breath of Scattering winds : 
And left fome heedlefs mariner fhould come. 
And violate the warrior's humble tomb 5 
Thus with a Hne the monument he keeps, 1085 

*« Beneath this ftone the once great Pompey deeps." 
Oh fortune ! can thy malice fwell fo high? 
Canft thou with Caefar's every wifli comply ? 
Muft he, thy Pompey once, thus meanly lie? 
But oh I forbear, miftaken man, forbear I 109a 

Nor dare to fix the mighty Pompey there : 
Where there are feas, or air, or earth, or ikies, 
Where-e'er Rome's empire ftretches, Pompey lies; 
Far be the vile memorial then convey'd ! 
Nor let this ftone the partial gods upbraid. 109J 

Shall Hercules all Oeta's heights demand. 
And Nyfa's hill, for Bacchus only, ftand j 
While one poor pebble is the warrior's doom. 
That fought the caufe of liberty and Rome ? 
If fate decrees he muft in -ffigypt lie, ixeo 

Let the whole fertile-realm his grave fupply i 
Yield the wide country to his awful ihade^ 
Nor let us bear on any part to tread. 
Fearful to violate the mighty dead. 
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But if one ftone muft bear the facred name, tt9^ 

Xet it be fiird with long records of fame. 

Then let the loiTengery with wonder, rtad. 

The pirates vanquiih'dy and the ocean freed ■$ 

Sertorins taught to yield; the Alpme war $ 

And the young Roman knight^s triunophal car. iit« 

With thefe, the mighty Pontic king be plac'd. 

And every nation of the'vanquiihM eaft : 

Tell with what loud applaufe of Romci he drove 

Thrice his glad wheels to Capitolian Jove : 

Tell too^ the patrtot^s greateft, beft renown^ .. 

^elly how the vi&or laid his empire down, 

-And changed his armour for the peaceful gown. 

.^ut ah ! what m^bles to the taik fuffice ! 

•llnftead of thefe, turn, Roman, turn thy eyes ; 

Seek the known name our Fafti usM to wear, 1 12« 

The noble mark of many a glorious year j 

The name that wont the trophy'd arch to grace, 

J^nd ev'n the temples of the gods found place : 

Decline thee lowly, bending to the ground. 

And there that name, that Pompey may be found. 1115 

Oh fatal land 1 what curfe can I beftow. 
Equal to thofe, we to thy mifchiefs owe ? 
Well did the wife Cumaean maid of yore 
Warn our Hefperian chiefs to Ihun thy (hore. 
Forbid, juft heavens! your dews to blefs the foil, 113© 
And thou withhold thy waters, fruitful Nile I 
Like ^gypt, like the land of ^thiops, burn. 
And her fat earth to fandy deferts turn. 
Have we, with honours, dead Ofiris crown'd. 
And moum'd him to the ti^iklin^ timbrel's found ; 

Received 
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Received her Ifis to divine ibodes, 

And ranked her dogs deformed with Roman gods } 

While, in defpitc to Pompey's injured fhade. 

Low in her duft his facred bones are laid ! 

And thou, oh Rome I by whofe forgetful hand 1140 

Altars and temples, rcar'd to tyrants, Hand, 

Canft thou negle£l to call thy hero home. 

And leave his ghoft in banifliment to roam i • 

What though the viftoi's frown, and thy bafe fear, 

Bad thee, at firft, the pious taik forbear ; 1145 

Yet now, at leaft, oh let him now return. 

And reft with honour in a Roman urn. 

JNor let miftakcn fuperftition dread, . 

0(i fuch occafions, to difturb the dead : 

Oh! would commanding Rome my hand employ, 11 5* 

The impious taik fhould be performed with joy : 

How would I fly to tear him from the tomb, > 

And bear his aflies in my bofom home ! 

Perhaps, when flames their dreadful ravage make. 

Or groaning earth fliall from the center fliake j 1155 

When blafting dews the rifing harveft feize. 

Or nations iickcn with fome dire difeafe : 

The gods, in mercy to us, fhall command 

To fetch our Pompey from th' accurfed land* 

Then, when his venerable bones draw near. 

In long proceflions ihall the priefts appear. 

And their great chief the facred relicks bear. 

Or if thou ftill poflefs thePharian ihore, •* 

What traveller but fliall thy grave explore j 

Whether he tread Syene's burning foil, 1165 

Or yiiit fultry Thebes, or fruitful Nile : 

Or 
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Or if the merchants drawn by hope^ of gain. 

Seek, rich Arabia^ spd the ruddy main { 

With holy litet thy (hade fliall he atone. 

And bow beforc^thy venerable ftone. ^170 

i^r who but ifaall prefer 4hy tomb above 

The meaner fane of an :Sgyptian Jove ? 

Nor envy thou, if abjeft Romans raife 

•Statues and temples, to their tyrant*! -praile | 

Though his proud name on altars may prefide* 1x7] 

And thine be wafli*d by cveiy rolling tide | 

Thy grave (hall tiie vam pageantry deTpiie, 

Thy grave, where that great god, thy fortune, lies. 

Xv^n thofe who kneel not to- the gods above^ 

Nor offer iacrifice or prayer to -Jove, 11 $• 

To the BIdental bend^heir humble eyes. 

And worfliip where the Bury'd thunder lies% 

Perhaps fate* wills, in honour to thy fame, 
:No marble (hall record thy mighty name. 
So may thy duft, ere long, be worn away, 1 1 8:5 

And all remembrance of thy wrongs decay : 
Perhaps a better age (hall come, when none 
Shall think thee ever laid beneath thisftone ; 
When -Egypt's boaft of Pompey's tomb (hall prove 
As unbelicv'd a tale, as Crete relates of Jove. s 1 90 



LUCAN^S 



[ 369 ] 

LUCAN'S PHARSALIA- 

B O O K IX. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The poet having ended the foregoing book with the 
death of P©mpey, begins this with his Apotheofis ; 
from thence, after a ihort account of Cato^s m- 
thering up the relicks of the battle of Pharfafia, 
and tranfporting them to Cyrene in Africa, he goes 
on to del'cribe Cornelia's paflion iipon the death of 
her huiband. Amongft other things, (he informs 
his fon Sextus of his father's laft commands, to 
continue the war in defence of the commonwealth. 
Sextus fets fail for Cato's camp, where he meets his 
elder brother Cn, Pompeius, and acquaints^ him 
with the fate of their father. Upon this occafion the 
poet defcribes the rage of the elder Pompey, and the 
tlilbrders that happened in^the camp, both which 
Cato appeafes. To prevent any future inconvenience 
of this kind, he refolves to put them upon aftion, 
and in order to that to join with Juba. After a 
defcription of the Syrts, and their dangerous paflage 
by them, follows Cato's fpeech to encourage, the fol- 
diers to march through the deferts of Libya ; then 
an account of Libya, the deferts, and their march. 
In the middle of which is a beautiful digreflion 
concerning the temple of Jupiter-Ammon, with 
Labienus's perfuafion to Cato to enquire of the oracle 
concerning the event of the war, and Cato's famous 
anfwtr. From thence, after a warm elogy upon 
Cato, the author goes on to the account of the ori- 
ginal of ferpents in Afric ; and this, with the defcrip* 
tion of the various kind«, and the feveral deaths of 
B b the 



37* ROW E'S POEMS. 

the foldiers by them, is perhaps the moft poetical 
part of this whole work. At Leptis he leaves CatOj^ , 
;and returns to Caefary. whom he brings into Egypt; 
after having (hewn him the ruins of T^J^Y^ and 
from thence taken, an occafion to fpeak well of poetry 
in general, and himfelf in particular. Caefkr, upon 
his arrival on the coaft of ^gypt, is met by an 
arabaflador from Ptolemy with Pompey^s head. He 
receives the prefent (according to Lucai|) .with a 
feigned abhorrence, and concludes the book with 
tears, and a f^eming grief for the misfortune, pf fo 
great a.man. 

NO R in the dying embers of its pile 
Slept the great ibul upon the banks of Nile, 
Nor longer, by the earthy parts reftraio'd, 
Amidft its wretched reliques was detained j 
But, a£live and impatient of delay, 5 

Shot from the mouldering heap, and upwards urg*d its 

way. 
Far in thofe aziu-e regions of the air 
Which border on the rolling ftarry fphere. 
Beyond our orb, and nearer to that height. 
Where jCynthia. drives around her filver light} ro 

Their happy feats the demi-gods poflefs, 
Refin'd by virtue, and prepared for blifs j 
Of life unblam'd, a pure and pious race. 
Worthy that lower heaven and ftars to grace, 
Divine> and equal-to the glorious place. 
Thei*e Pompey's foul, adorned with heavenly light, 16 
Soon fhone among the reft, and as the reft was bright. 
New to the bleft abcde, with wonder filPd, 
The ftars and moving planets he beheld j 

Then 
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«p)ien looking down on the fun's feeble ray, 

€iirvey*d our duiky, faint^ imperfefl day. 

And under what a cloud of night we lay. 

But when he faw, how on the fliore forlorn 

His headlefs trunk was cz&. for public fcorn ; 

"When, he beheld, how envious fortune, ftill, >5 

Took pains to ufe a fenfejefs carcafe ill. 

He fmil'd at the vain malice of his fo^ 

And pity'd impotent mankind belowj 

Then lightly pafling o'er £mathia*s plain. 

His flying navy fcatterM on the main, 39 

And cruel Caefar's tents j he fix'd at laft 

His refidenc^f in Brutus' facred breaft : 

There brooding o'er his country's wrongs he fate. 

The date's avenger, and the tyrant's fatej 

There mournful Rome might ftill her Pompey find, 35 

There, and in Cato's free unconquer'd mind. 

He, while in deep Aiipenfe the world yet lay. 
Anxious and doubtful whom it /hould obey. 
Hatred avow'd to Pompey's felf did bear, 
Xhough his companion in the common war. 40 

Though, by the fenate's juft command, they ftood 
Engag'd together for the public good $ 
But dread Pharfalia did all doubts decide. 
And firmly fixM him to the vanquifh'd fide. 
His helplefs country, like an orphan left, 45 

Friendlefs and poor, of all fupport bereft. 
He took and cherifti'd with a father's care, 
He comforted, he bad her not to fear j 
And taught her feeble hands once more the trade 
of war, 
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Nor luft of empire did his courage fway, -' ^ 

Nor hate» nor proud repugnance to obey i 
Paffions and private intereft he forgot; 
Not for himself, but liberty he fought^ 
Straight to Corey ra' 8 port his way he bent. 
The fwift advancing victor to prevent j ."* 55 

Wl^o, ''marching fudden t)n to new fuccefs. 
The fcatter'd legions might with eafe opprefs. 
There, with the ruins of ^mathia's field. 
The flying hoft, a thousand fliips he fiU'd. 
Who that from land, with wonder, had defcryM 60 
The paffing fleet, in all its naval pride,^ 
Stretch'd'wide, and o'er the diilant ocean fpread. 
Could have believM thofe mighty numbers fled ? 
Malea o'erpaft, and the Taenarian fhore, 
With fwelling fails he for Cythera bore *. 65 

Then Crete he faw, and with a northern wind 
Soon left the famM Diftaean ifle behind. 
Urg'd by the bold Phycuntine's churlifti pride, 
(Their fliores, their haven, to his fleet deny*d) 
The chief revengM the wrong, and as he pafs'd, ym 
Laid their unhofpitable city wafte. 
Thence wafted forward, to the coaft he came 
Which took, of old from Palinure it? name. 
(Nor Italy this monument alone 
Can boaft, fmce Libya's Palinure has fhown 
Her peaceful fhofes were to the Trojan known.) ; 
• From hence they foon defcry with doubtful pain, 
, Another navy on the diftant main. 
Anxious they ftand, and now expeft the foe, 
Now their companions in the pubiic-woe ; 80 
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Th&vi6lor*8 hafte inclines, them moft to fear^^ , 

Each vefTel feerns a hoftile face to wear, 

And every fail they fpy, they fancy Caefar there* 

But oh thofe (hips a different burden bore, 

A mournful freight. they wafted to the ihore : v 85 

Sorrows that might tears, ev'n from Cato> gain. 

And teach the rigid Stoic to complain. 

When long the fad Cornelia's prayers, in vain, . 
Had try'd the flying navy to detain. 
With Sextus long had (brove, and long implor'd, 9a 
To wait the relicks of her murder'd lord 5 
The waves, perchance, might the dear pledge reftore,. 
And waft him bleeding from the faithlefs Aiore ; 
Still grief and love their various hopes infpire. 
Till fhe beholds her Porapey's funeral fire, 95 

Till on the land fhe fees th' ignoble flame 
Afcend, unequal to the hero's name j 
Then into jufi complaints at length fhe broke. 
And thus with pious indignation fpoke : 

Oh fortune! dofl thou then difdain t'afford 100 

My love's lafl office to my dearefi lord ? 
Am I one chafte, one lafl embrace deny*d ? 
Shall I not lay me by his clay-cold fide, 
Nor tears to bathe his gaping wounds provide ? 
Am I unworthy the fad torch to bear, 105 : 

To light the flame, and bum my flowing hair? 
To gather from the fhore the noble fpoil. 
And place it decent on the fatal pile ? 
Shall not his bones and facred dufl be borne. 
In this fad bofom, to their peaceful urn i no 
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Whatever the laft confuming flame fliall leave. 

Shall not this widowed hand by right receive. 

And to the gods the precious relicks give ? 

Perhaps, this laft refpe^l, which I /hould fhow, -j 

Some vile Egyptian hand does now beftow, > 

Injurious to the Roman fhade below, b 

Happy, my CraiTus, were thy bones, which Uj 

Exposed to Parthian birds and beafts of prey I 

Here the laft rites the cruel gods allow. 

And for a curfe my Pompey's pile beftow. i»d 

For ever will the (kme fad fate return ? -^ 

Still an unburied hufband muft I mouri>> > 

And weep my forrows o'er an empty urn ? 3 

But why ftiould tombs be built, or urns be made ? 

Does grief like mine require their feeble aid ? 1 25 

Is he not lodg'd, thou wretch ! within thy heart. 

And fix'd in every deareft vital part ? 

O'er monuments lurviving wives may grieve. 

She ne'er will need them, who dildains to live. 

But oh ! behold where yon malignant flames 130 

Caft feebly forth their mean inglorious beams : 

From my !ovM lord, his dear remains, they rife. 

And bring my Pompey to my weeping eyes ; 

And now they fink, the languid lights decay. 

The cloudy fmoke all eaftward rolls away. 

And wafts my hero to the rifing day. 

Me too the winds demand, with frefliening gales 5. 

Envious they call, and ftretch the fwelling fails. 

No land on earth feems dear as ^gypt now. 

No land that crowns and triumphs did beftow. 

And with new laurels bound my Pompey's brow. 

That 
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That happy Pompey to my thoughts is loft. 
He that is left, lies dead on yonder coaftj 
He, only he, is all I now demand. 
For him I linger near this curfed land : 145 

■ Bndear*d by crimes, for horrors lov'd the more, 
I cannot, will not, leave the Aarian (hore. 
Thou, Sextus, thon fhalt prove the chance of war. 
And through the world thy father's enfigns bear. 
Then hear his laft command, intrufted to my care, 
•• When e'er my laft, my fatal hour ihall come, 
*' Arm yon, my fons, for liberty and Rome ; 
** While one (ball of our free-born race remain, 
** Let bim prevent the tyrant Caefar's reign. 
*' From each free city round, froirf every land, 155 
f * Their warlike aid in Pompey's name demand. 
*' Thefe are the parties, thefe the friends he leaves, 
** This legacy your dying father gives. 
" If for the fea's wide rule your arms you bear, 
** A Pompey ne'er can want a navy there, 
*'. Heirs of my fame, my fons, fhall -v^rage my war, 
*' Only tfe bold, unconquer'd in the fight, i6z 

" And, like your father, ftill defend the right. 
" To Cato, if for liberty he ftand, 
V Submit, and yield you to his ruling hand, 
** Brave, juft, and only worthy to command," 
At length to thee, my Pompey, I am juft, 
I have furviv'd, and well difcbarg'd my truft ; 
Through chaos now, and the dark realms below. 
To follow thee, a willing (hade I go : 170 
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If longer with a lingering fate I ftrive^ <% 

"'TIS but to prove the pain of being alive, > 

*Ti8 to be cursM for daring to furvive. 3 

She, who could bear to fee thy wounds, and live. 
New proofs of love, and fatal grief, Ihall give. 175 
Nor need (he fly for fuccour to the fword. 
The fteepy precipice, and deadly cord j 
She from herfelf fliaU find her own relief. 
And fcom to die of any death but grief. 

So faid the matron ; and about her head , xSo 

Her veil ihe draws, her mournful eyes to ihade. 
KefolvM to (hroud in thickeft (hades her woe. 
She feeks the (hip's deep darkfome hold below : 
There lonely left, at leifure to complain. 
She hugs her forrows, and enjoys her pain ; x9^ 

Still with frefh tears the living grief would feed. 
And fondly loves it, in her hufband's (lead. 
In vain the beating furges rage aloud, 
And fwelling Eurus grumbles in the (hroud 5 
Her, nor the waves beneath, nor winds above^ ic^ 
Nor all the noify cries of fear can move ; 
In fallen peace composed for death (he lies, 
And, waiting, longs to hear the temped rife ; 
Then hopes the feamens vows (liall all be croft. 
Prays for the ftorm, and wi(hes to be loft. j^e 

Soon from the Pharian coaft the navy bore. 
And fought through foamy feas the Cyprian (hore $ 
Soft eaftern gales prevailing thence alone. 
To Cato's camp and Libya waft them on* 
With mournful looks from land, (as oft, we know, 
A fad prophetic fpirit waits on woe,) 

Pompcy 
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Pompey his brother and the fleet beheld, 

Now near advancing o'er the watery field ; 

Straight to the beach with headlong hafle he flies : 

Where is our father, Sextus, where ? he cries : 205. 

Do we yet live ? Stands yet the fovereign ftate ? 

Or does the world, with Pompey, yield to fate ? 

Sink we at length before the conquering foe ? 

And is the mighty head of Rome laid low ? 

He faid ; the mournful brotlwr thus reply'd 5 

O happy thou ! whom lands and feas divide 

From woes, which did to thefe fad eyes betide; 

Thefe eyes ! which of their horror ftill complain. 
Since they beheld our godlike father flain. 

Nor did his fate an equal death afford, 2x5 

Nor fufFer'd him to fall by Caefar's fword, 

Trufting in vain to hofpitable gods. 

He dy'd, opprefs'd by vile Egyptian odds : 

By the cursM monarch of Nile's flimy wave 

He fell, a vi6lim to the crown he gave. 210 

Yes, I beheld the dire, the bloody deed 5 

Thefe eyes beheld our valiant father bleed : 

Amaz'd I look'd, and fcarce believ'd my fear. 

Nor thought th' Egyptian could fo greatly dare 

But ftill I look'd, and fancy'd Caefar there. 

But, oh ! not all his wounds fo much did move, 

Pierc'd my fad foul, and (truck my filial love. 

As that his venerable head they bear. 

Their wanton trophy, fix'd upon a fpear ; 

Through eveiy town 'tis fhown, the vulgar's (port, 230 

And the lewd laughter of the tyrant's court. 

rris 
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*Ti8 faid, that Ptolemy preferves this prizev 
Proof of the deed, to glut the vi6(or*s ejres. 
The body, whether rent or borne away. 
By foul Egyptian dogs, and birds of prey s ^35 

Whether within their greedy maws entombed. 
Or by thofe wretched flames, we faw, confumM j 
Its fafr as yet we know not, but forgive : 
That crime unpuniih*d, to the gods we leave, 
'Tis for the part preferv'd alone we grieve. 

Scarce had he ended thus, when Pompey, warm 
With noble fury, calls aloud to arm j 
Nor feeks in fighs and helplefs tears relief. 
But thus in pious rage c:xprefs*d his grief : 

Hence all aboard, and hafte to put to fe^, 245 

Urge on againft the winds our adverfe way 5 
With me let every Roman leader go. 
Since Civil Wars were ne'er fo juft as now. 
Pompey's unbury'd relicks afk your aid. 
Call for due rites and honours to be paid. 250 

Let -Egypt's tyrant pour a purple flood, 
And footh the ghoft with his inglorious blood. 
Not Alexander fliall his priefts defend, 
Forc'd from his golden fhrine he fhall defcend s 
"In Mareotis deep I '11 plunge him down, 255 

Deep in the fluggifh waves the royal carcafe drown. 
From his proud pyramid Anjafxs torn, - 

With his long dynafties my rage Ihall mourn, L 

And floating down their muddy Nile be borne. 3 

Each ftately tomb and monumental ftone, 260 

For thee, unburied Pompey, fhall atone. 

Ifis 
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riis no more fhall draw the cheated crowd. 

Nor God Ofiris in his h'nen fhrowd ; 

Stript of their fhrines, with fcorn they ihall be caft. 

To lie by ignominious hands defacM^ 26c 

Their holy Apis,, of diviner breed. 

To Pompey's duft a facrifice (haJl bleed. 

While burning deities the flame ihall feed* 

Wafte ihall the land be laid, and never know 

The tiller*s care, not feel the crooked plow t 

None ihall be left for whom the Nile may flow : 

Till, the gods baniihM, and the people gone, 

^gypt to Pompey fliall be left alone. 

He faid ; then haily to revenge he flew. 
And feaward out the ready navy drew j a^r 

But cooler Cato did the youth aiTwage, 
And praiiing much, comprelt his iilial rage. 

Meantime the ihores, tlie fcas, and ikies around. 
With mournful cries for Pompey's death refound* 
A rare example have their forrows ihown, 2S0 

Yet in no age betide, nor people known. 
How falling power did with compafEon meet. 
And crouds deplorM the ruins of the great. 
But when the fad Cornelia iirft appeared. 
When on the deck her mournful head ihe reared, 285 
Her locks hang rudely o'er the matron's face. 
With all the pomp of grief's diforder'd grace} 
When they beheld her, wafted quite with woe, 
And fpent with tears that never ceas'd to flow. 
Again they feel their lofs, again complain, T90 

And heaven and earth ring with their cries again. 

Soon 
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Soon as flie landed on the friendly ftrand. 

Her Ibrd^s laft rites employ her pious hand ; 

To his dear ihade ihe builds a funeral pile. 

And decks it proud with many a noble fpoil. ftp^ 

There (hone his arms with antic gold inlaid. 

There the rich robes which (he berfelf had made^ 

Robes to imperial Jove in triumph erft difplay^d i 

The relicks of his paft viftorious days, 

Now this his lateft trophy ferve to raife. 

And in one common flame together blaze» 

Such was the weeping raatron''s pious care : • 

The foldiers, taught by her, their fires prepare 5 

To every valiant friend a pile they build. 

That fell for Rome in cufs'd Pharfalia's field : 365 

Stretched wide along the fhores, the flames e^ftend. 

And, grateful to the wandering fhades, afcend. 

So when Apulian hinds, with art, renew 

The wintery paftures to their verdant hue, 

That flowers may rife, and fpringlrg grafs retimi, 310 

With fpreading flames the witherM fields they burn, 

Garganus then and lofty Vultur blaze, 

And draw the diflant wandering fwains to gaze 5 

Far are the glittering fires defcryM by night. 

And gild the duflcy Ikies around with light. 315 

But, oh ! not all the forrows of the croud 
That fpoke their free impatient thoughts aloud. 
That tax'd the gods, as authors of their woe. 
And charged them with neglect of things below; 
Not all the marks of the wild people's love, 320 

The hero's foul, like Cato's praife, could move ; 

Few 
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Few were his words, but from an honeft heart, -^ 

Where fa6kion and where favour had no part, C* 

But truth made up for paflion and for art. 3 

We 've loft a Roman citizen (he faid) : 315 

One of the nobleft of that name is dead ; 
Who, though not equal to our fathers found. 
Nor by their ftri6left rules of juftice bound. 
Yet from his faults this benefit we draw. 
He, for his country's good, tranfgrefs'd her law. 
To Jceep a bold licentious age in awe. 
Rome held her freedom ftill, though he was great ; 
He fwayM the fehate, but they rulM the ftatc. 
When crouds were willing to have worn his chain. 
He chofe bis private ftation to retain. 
That all might free* and equal all remain. 
War's boundlefs power he never fought to -ufe. 
Nor afk'd, but what the people might refufe : 
Much he pofiefs'd, 'and wealthy was his ftore. 
Yet ftill he gathered but to gi^ the more. 
And Rome, while he was rich, could ne'er be poor. 
He drew the-fword, but knew its rage to chai*m. 
And loy'd peace beft, when he was forc'd to arm ; 
Unmov'd with all the glittering ponap of power. 
He took with joy, but laid it down with more : 34.5 
His chafter houfhold and his frugal boards 
Nor lewdnefs did, nor luxury afford, 
Ev n in the hightft fortunes of their Jord. 
His noble name, his country's honour grown. 
Was venerably round the nations known. 
And as Rome's faireft light and brighteft glory fhone 
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When betwixt Marius and' fierce Sylla tottp 
The commonwealth her ancient freedom loft. 
Some ihadow yet was left, fome ihew of power j 
Now ev*n the name with Pompey is no more s 355 
Senate and people all at once are gone, 
Nor need the tyrant blnfh to mount the throne. 
Oh, happy Pompey I happy in thy fate, 
Happy by falling with the falling ftate. 
Thy death a benefit the gods did grant, ^60 

Thou might'ft have liv-d thofe Pharian fwords to want. 
Freedom, at leaft, thon doft by dying gain. 
Nor liv'ft to fee thy Jolia's father refgn 5 
Free death is man's firft blifs, the'next is to be Hain. 
Such mercy only I from Jnba crave, 365 

(If Fortune fhotild ordain me Juba's flave) 
To Caefar let him /hew, but (hew me dead. 
And keep my carcase, fo he takes my head. 
* He faid, and pleasM the noble Oiade below^ 
More than a thoufand orators could do j 370 

iThough Tully too had lent his charming tongue. 
And Rome's ftiU Forum with his praife had rung. 

But difcord now infe£ls the fuUen croud. 
And now they tell their difcontents aloud : 
When Tarchon firft his flying enfigns bore, 375 

Caird out to march, and hai^enM to the ihore $ 
Him Cato thus, purfuing as he mov'd, 
Sternly befpoke, and juftly thus reprov'd : 

Oh, reftlefs author of the roving war, 
Doft thou again piratic arms prepare ? %%^ 

Pompey, thy terror and thy fcoiu-ge, is gone, 
And now thou hop'd to rule the fcas alone. 
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•He faid, and bent his frown upon the reft. 
Of whom one bolder thus the chief addrefs'd. 
And thus their wearinefs of war confefs'd : 

For Pompcy's fake (nor thou difdain to hear) 
The Civil War we wage, thefe arms we bear j 
Him we preferred to peace : but, Cato, now. 
That caufe, that mafter of our arms lies low. 
Let us no more our abfent country mourn, 390 

But to our homes and houfliold gods return ; 
To the chafte arms from whofe embrace we fl<5d. 
And the dear pledges of the nuptial bed. 
For, oh I what period can the war attend. 
Which nor Pharfalia's field nor Pompey's death can end? 
The better times of flying life are paft, • 

Let death come gently on in peace at laft. 
Let age at length with providential care 
The neceffary pile and um prepare. 
All rites the cruel Civil War denies, 400 

Part ev'n of Pompey yet unbury'd lies. 
Though vanquilh'd, yet by no barbarian hand. 
We fear not exile in a foreign land. 
Nor are our necks by: fortune now befpoke. 
To bear the Scythian or. Armenian yoke 5 405 

The vifkoT ftill a citizen we own, 
And yield obedience to the Roman gown. 
While- Pompey liv'd, he here the fovereign fway 5 
C«far was next, and him we. now obey ; 
With reverence be the facred (hade ador'd, 410 

But war has given us now another lord : 
To Caefar and fuperior chance we yield : . 
All was determined in Emathia's field. 

Nor 
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Nor ihall our arms on other leaders wait. 

Nor for* uncertain hopes moleft the fhite. 

We foilow'd Pompcy once, but now we follow Fate. 

What terms, what fafety, can we hope for now. 

But what the vigor's mercy ikall allow ? 

Once Pompey's prefence.juftify'd the caufe. 

Then fought we for our liberties and laws ; 419 

With him the honours of that caufe lie dead. 

And all the fan6lity of war is fled. 

If, Cato, thou for Rome thefe arms doft bear. 

If ftill thy country only be thy care, 

Seek we the legions where Rome's en(igns fly, 415 

Where her proud eagles wave their wings on high : 

No matter who to Pompey's power fucceeds. 

We follow where a Roman conful leads. 

This faid, he leapM aboard ; the youthful fort 
Join in his flight, and hafte to leave the port 5 430 

The fenfelefs croud their liberty difdain, 
And long to wear vi^iorious Caefar's chain. 
Tyrannic power now fudden feemM to threat 
The ancient glories of Rome's free-born ftate. 
Till Cato fpoke, and thus deferrM her fate : 

Did tben your vows and fervile prayers confpire 
Nought but a haughty mafler to defire ? 
Did you, when eager for the battle, come 
The flaves of Pompey, not the friends of Rome ? 
Now, weaiy of the toil, from war you fly, 440 

And idly lay your ufelefs armour by 5 
Your hands negle6l to wield the fhining fword, 
^or can you fight but for a king and lord, 
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Some mighty chief you want, for whom to fweat } 

Yourfelves you know not, or at Icaft forget. 

And fondly bleed, that others may be great : 

Meanly you toil, to give yourfelves away 5 

And die, to leave the world a tyrant's prey. 

The gods and fortune do at length afford 

A caufe molt worthy of a Roman fword. 4511 

At length 'tis fafe to conquer. Pompey now 

Cannot, by your fuccefs, too potent grow 5 

Yet now, ignobly, you withhold your hands^ 

When nearer liberty your aid demands. 

Of three who d^irft the ibvereign power invade, 4.55 

Two by your fortune's kindei' doom lie dead 5 

And fhall the Pharian fword and Parthian bow 

Do more for Ifberty and R^me, dian you ? 

JBafe as you are, in vile fubje^tion go. 

And fcorn what Ptolemy did ill beftow. j^€p 

Ignobly innocent, and meanly good. 

You durft not (lain your hardy hands in blood j 

Feebly awhile you fought, but foon did yield. 

And lied the firft from dire Pharfalia's field j 

<jo then fecure, for Caefar will be good, 465 

Will pardon thofe who are with eafe fubdued j 

The pitying victor will in mercy fpare 

The wretch, who never durft provoke his war, 

•Go, fordid flaves ! one lordly niafter gone. 

Like heirlooms go from father to the fon. 47* 

Still to enhance your fervile merit more. 

Bear fad Cornelia weeping from the ftiore ; 

Meanly for hire expofe the matron's life, 

Metellus' daughter fell, and Pompey's wife ; 

C c Take 
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.Still by degrees we fee how they decay, 
A»d fcar-ce refift the thirfty God of Day. 
Perhaps, in diftant ages, ^twill be found. 
When future funs have run the burning round, 
Thefe Syrts (hall all be dry and folid grouud 5 
Small are the depths their fcanty waves, retain. 
And earth grows daily on the yielding main. 
And now the loaden fleet with aftive oars 
Divide the liquid plain, and leave the fhores, 545 

When cloudy Ikies a gathering. ftorm prefage. 
And Aufter from the South began to rage. 
Full from the land the founding tempeft roars, 
. Repels. theJWelling furge, and fweeps the ihores; 
The wind p'urfues, drives on the rolling fand, 550 
And gives new limits to the growing land. 
•Spite of tlie feamen's toil, the ftorm prevails j 
In vain with ikilful ftrength he hands the fails. 
In vain the cordy cables bind them faft, 
At once it rips and rends them from the maft j 555 
At once the winds the fluttering canvas tear, 
Then whirl and whiik it through the fportive air. 
Some, timely for the rifing rage prepared. 
Furl the.loofe iheet, and lalb it to the yard t 
In vain their care 5 fudden the furious blail 560 

Snaps by the boaixl, and bears away the maft 5 
Of tackling, fails, and liiafts, at once bereft. 
The ftiip a naked helplefs hull is left. 
.Foic'd round and round, Ihe quits her purposed way, 
And bounds uncertain o'er the fwelling fea. 565 

But happier fomc a fteady courfe maintain, 
_ Who ftand far out, and. keep the deeper main* 

Th«!r 
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Their mails they cut, and, driving with the tide^ 

Safe o'er the furge beneath the tempeft ride : 

In vain did, from the fouthern coail, their foe, 57a 

All black with clouds, old ftormy Aufter blow-j 

Lowly fecure amid ft the waves they lay. 

Old ocean heav'd his back, and roird them on their way. 

Some on the ftiallows ftrike, and doubtful (land. 

Part beat by waves, part fixM upon the fand. '^j^ 

Now pent amidft the fhoals the billows roar, 

Dalh on the banks, and fcorn the new-made fliore : 

Now by the wind driven on in heaps they-fwell. 

The lledfaft banks both winds and waves repel ; , 

Still with united force they rage in vain, r% 

The fandy piles their ftation fix'd maintain, > 

And lift their heads fecure amidft the watery plain. 3 

There 'fcap'd from feas, upon the faithlefs ftrand. 

With weeping eyes the (hipwreck'd feamen ftand. 

And, caft afliore, look vainly out for land. 

Thus forae were loft ; but far the greater part, 

PrefeiVd from danger by the pilot's art, 

Keep on their courfe, a happier fate partake. 

And roe^ch in fafety the Tritonian lakcr 

Thefe waters to the tuneful god are dear, ^^q 

Whofe vocal fhcU the fea- green Nereids hear j . 

Thefe Pallas loves, fo tells reporting fame. 

Here firft from heaven to earth the goddefs came, 

{Heaven's neighbourhood the warmer clime betrays^ 

And fpeaks the nearer Sun's immediately rays) 535 

Here her firft footfteps on the brink fhe ftaid. 

Here in the watery glafs her form furvey'd, • 

And call'd herfelf from hence the chafte Tritorvipm 

maid. 

C c 3 Here 
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Here Lethe's ftreams, from fecret fprings below^ 
Rife to the light 5 here heavily, and flow. 
The filent dull forgetful waters flow. 
Here, by the wakeful dragon kept of old, 
Hefperian plants grew rich with living gold i 
Long flnce, the fruit was from the branches torn. 
And now the gardens their loft honours mourn. 
Such was in ancient times the tale received. 
Such by our good forefathers was believ'd j 
Nor let enquirers the tradition wrong, 
Or dare to queftion, now, the poet's facred fbng. 
' Then take it for a truth, the wealthy wood 
Here under golden boughs tow bending flood ; 
On fome large tree his folds the ferpent wound. 
The fair Hefperian virgins watch'd around. 
And joined to guard the rich forbiddeti ground. 
But great Alcides came to end their care, 
Stript the gay grove, and left the branches bare 5 
Then back returning fought the Argive (here. 
And the bright fpoil to proud Euryftheus bore. 

Thefe famous regions and the Syrts o'erpaft. 
They reach'd the Garamantian coaft at laft j 
Here, under Pompey's care the navy lies. 
Beneath the gentleft clime of Libya's flcies. 

But Cato's foul, by dangers unreftrain'd, 
Eafe and a dull unaftive life difdain'd. 
His daring virtue urges to go on. 
Through defert lands, and nations yet unknown j 
To march, and prove th' unhofpitable ground. 
To fliun the Syrts, and lead the foldicr round. 
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Since now tempeftuous feafons vex the fea, 

And the declining year forbids the watery way ) 630 

He fees the cloudy drizzling winter near, 

And hopes kind rains may cool the fultry air i 

So happily may they journey on fecure. 

Nor burning heats, nor killing frofts endure ; 

But while cool winds the winter's breath fuppties, n 

With gentle warmth the Libyan fun may rife, > 

And both may join and temper well the flcies. <i 

But ere the toilfome march he undertook. 
The hero thus the liftning hoft befpoke : 

Fellows in arms ! whofe blifs, whofe chiefeft good, 64I1 
Is Rome's defence, and freedom bought with blood j 
You, who, to die with liberty, from far 
Have follow'd Cato tn this fatal war. 
Be now for virtue's nobleft taik prepar'd. 
For labours many, perilous, and hard. 645 

Think through what burning climes, what wildswe ^o s 
No leafy Ihades the naked deferts know. 
Nor filver ftreams through flowery meadows flow. 
But horrors tjiere, and various deaths abound. 
And ferpents guard th' unhofpi table ground. 650 

Hard is the way ; but thus our fate demands ; 
Rome and her laws we feek amidft thefe fends. 
Let thofe who, glowing with their country's love, 
Refolve with me thefe dreadful plains to prove. 
Nor of return nor fafety once debate, 655 

But only dare to go, and leave the reft to fate. 
Think not I mean the dangers to difguife, 
Or hide them from the cheated^ vulgar's eyes , 

C c 4 . Thofe, 
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Thofe, only thofe^ flis^l in my fate partake. 

Who love the during for the dangcr^s fake ; M6 

Thofe who can fuifer adl the worft can come. 

And think it what they owe tbemfelves and Rome. 

If any yet fhall doubt, or yet (hall fear; 

If life be, more than liberty, his care ; 

Here, ere we journey farther, let him ftay. 

Inglorious let him, like a ilave, obey. 

And feek a mafter in fome fafer way. 

Foremoft, behold, I lead you to the toil. 

My feet ihall foremoft print the duftyXbilt 

Strike me the firft, thou flaming God of Day, 670 

Firft let me feel thy fierce, thy fcorching ray j 

Ye living poiibns all, ye fnaky train. 

Meet me the firft upon the fatal plain. 

In every pain, which you my warriors fear. 

Let me be firft, and teach you how to bear. 675. 

Who fees me pant for drought, or fainting firft. 

Let him upbraid me, and complain of thii*ft. 

If e'er for flielter to the ftiades I fly, 

Me let him curfe, me, for the fultry flcy. 

If while the weary foldier marches on, 

Your leader by diftinguilh'd eafe be known, 

Foifake my caufe, and leave. me there alone. 

The fands, the ferpents, thirft, and burning heat. 

Are dear to patience, and to virtue fweet ; 

Virtue, that fcorns on cowards terms to pleafe, 6S5 

Or cheaply to be bought, or won with eafe 5 

But then ihe joys, then Imiles upon her ftate. 

Then fairefl: to herfelf, then moft complete. 

When glorious danger makes her tiuly great. 

So 
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So Libya's plains alone (hall wipe away. 690 

The foul diftionours of Pharlalia's day 5 . 
So fhall your courage now tranfcend that fear : 
You fled wkh glory there, to conquer here. 

HeYaid j and hardy love of toil infpirM { 
And every breaft with godlike ardour fir'd* . ^95 

Stiaight, carelefs of return, without delay 
Through the wide wafte he took his patUefs way. 
Libya, ordainM to be his laft: retreat, 
Receives the hero, fearlefs of his fate 5 
Here the good gods his laft of labours doom. 
Here fhall his bones and facrcd duft find room. 
And his great head be hid, within an humble tomb. 

If this large globe be portioned right by fame. 
Then one third part fliall fandy Libja claim : 
But if we count, as funs defcend and rife, 705 

If we divide by eaft- and weft the ikies. 
Then, with fair Europe, Libya ihall combine. 
And both to make the weftern half fhall join. 
Whilft wide-extended Afia fills the reft, Tfe 

Of all from Tanais to Nile pofleft, %. 

And reigns folc emprefs of the dawning eaft. j; 

Of all the Libyan foil, the kindlieft found 
Far to the weftern feas extends its bound j 
Where cooling gales, whei-e gentle Zephyrs fly. 
And fetting funs adorn the gaudy fky : 715; 

And yet ev'n here no liquid fountain's vein 
Wells through the foil,, and gurgles o'er the plain j. 
But from our northern clime, our gentler heaven, 
Refrtlhing dews and fruitful rains are driven 5 

All 



} 



394 R O W E'S POEMS. 

All bleak, the god, cold Boreas, fpreads his wing, 720 

And with our winter gives the Libyan fpring. 

No wicked wealth infedls the fiinple foil. 

Nor golden ores difclofe their ihining fpoil : 

Pure is the glebe, *tis earth, and earth alone. 

To guilty pfide and avarice unknown : '72; 

There citron groves, the native riches, gjrow. 

There cool retreats and fragant (hades beftow^ 

And hofpitably fcreen their guefts below. 

Safe by their leafy office, long they ftood 

A facred, old, unviolated wood, 730 

Till Roman luxury to Afric paft. 

And foreign axes laid their honours wafte. 

Thus utmoft lands are ranfack'd, to afford . 

The far-fetch'd dainties, and the codly board. 

But nide and wafteful all thofe regions lie -^ 

That border on the Syrts, and feel too nigh > 

Their fultry fummer fun, and parching (ky. J 

No harveft, there, the fcatter'd grain repays, 

But withering dies, and ere it fhoots decays : 

There never loves to fpring the mantling vine, 740 

Nor wanton ringlets round her elm to twine : 

The thirfty duft prevents the fwelling fruit. 

Drinks up the generous juice, and kills the root; 

Through fecret veins no tempering moiftures pafs. 

To bind with vifcous force the mouldering mafs 5 745 

But genial Jove, averfe, difdains to i'enilc, 

Forgets, and curfes the nerjlef^ed foil. 

Thence lazy Nature droops her idle head, 

As every vegetable fcnie were dead j 

Thence 
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Thence the wide dreary plains one vifage wear, 

Alike in fummer, winter, ipring appear. 

Nor feel the turns of the revolving year. 

Thin herbage here (for fome ev'n here is found) 

The Nafamonian hinds colleft around i 

A naked race, and barbarous of mind, 755 

That live upon the lofles of mankind : 

The Syrts fupply their wants and barren foil^ 

And ftrow th' unhofpitable fhores with fpoil. 

Trade they have none, but ready ftill they (land. 

Rapacious, to invade the wealthy ftrand, 

And hold a commerce, tl\us, with every diftant land. 

Through this dire country Cato's journey lay. 
Here he purfued, while Virtue led the way. 
Here the bold youth, led by his high command, 
Fearlefs of ftorms and raging winds, by land 765 
Repeat the dangars of the fwelling main. 
And ftrive with ftorms and raging winds again. 
Here all at large, where nought reftrains his force, 
Impetuous Aufter runs his rapid courfe ; 
Nor mountains here, nor ftedfaft rocks refift, 770 

But free he fweeps along the fpacious lift. 
No ftable groves of ancient oaks arife, 
To tire his rage, and catch him as he flies j 
But wide, around, the naked plains appear. 
Here fierce he drives unbounded through the air. 
Roars and exerts his dreadful empire here. 
The whirling duft, like waves in eddies wrought^ 
Kifing aloft, to the mid heaven is caught ; 
There hangs a fuUen cloud j nor falls again, 

Nor breaks, like gentle vapours, into rain. "80 

Gazing, 
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Gazing, the poor inhabitant d^fcries. 

Where high above his land and cottage flies | 

Bereft, he fees his loft pofTeflions there. 

From earth tranfported, and now fix*d in air. 

Not rifing flames attempt a bolder flight ; ^ 

Like fmoke by riflng flames uplifted, light > 

The fands afcend, and ftain the heavens with night. J 

But now, his utmoft power and rage to boafl:, ^ 
The ftormy god invades the Roman hoft ; ^ 

The foldier yields, unequal to the (hock, 7^0 

And ftaggers at the wind's ftupendous ftroke. 
AmazM he fees that earth, which lowly lay, 
Forc'd from beneath his feet, and torn away. 
Oh Libya I were thy pliant furface bound. 
And form'd a'folid, clofe-compaftcd ground; 795 
Or had ft thou rocks, whofe hollows deep below 
Would draw thofe ranging winds that loofely blow j 
Their fury, by thy firmer mafs oppos'd. 
Or in thole dark infernal caves inclos'd, 
Thy certain ruin would at once complete, 800 

Shake thy foundations, and unfix tliy fcrat : 
But well ihy flitting plains have learn'd to yield ; -^ 
Thus, not contending, thou thy place haft held, > 

Unfix'd art fix'd, and Mying kcep'lt the field. 3 

Helms, fpears and ihields, fiiatchM from the warlike hoft. 
Through heaven's wide regions fir away were toft ; 
Whild distant nations, with religious fear, 
Beheld their, as fome prodigy in air, 
And thought the gods by them denounced a war. 
Such haply was the chance, which lirft did raile 810 
The pious talc, in pritfftly Nuraa's days j 

Such 
z 
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Such were thofe Ihields, and tlius they came from heaven, 
A facred charge to young patricians given 5 
Perhaps, long fince, to lawlefs winds a prey, 
From far barbarians were they forcM away 5 815 

Thence through long airy journeys fafe did come. 
To cheat the croud witli miracles at Rofn&. 
Thus, wide o'er Libya, rag'd the ftormy fouth. 
Thus every way aflail'd the Latian youth : 
Each feveral method for defence they try, ti^ 

Now wrap, their gannents tight, now clofe they lie : 
Now finking to the earth, with weight they prefs. 
Now clafp it to them with a ftrong embrace. 
Scarce in that pofture fafe j the driving blaft 
Bears hard, and almofl heaves them off at laft. . 8x5 
Meantime a fandy flood comes rolling on. 
And fwelling heaps the proftrate legions drown j 
New to the fudden danger, and difmay'd. 
The frighted foldier hafty calls for aid, 
Heaves at the hill, and flruggling rears his head. 
Soon ihoots the growing pile, and, reared on high. 
Lifts up its lofty fiimmit to the iky : 
High fandy walls, like forts, their paifage ftay, 
And rifing mountains intercept their way : 
The certain bounds which fhould their journey guide, -> 
The moving eaith and dufty deluge hide i > 

So landmarks fink beneath the flowing tide. 3 

As through mid feas uncertainly they move, 
Led only by Jove's facred lights above : 
^Part ev'n of them the Libyan clime denies. 
Forbids their native northern ftars to rife. 
And fhades the well-known lultre from their eyes 

Now 
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Now near approaching to the burning zone^ 
To warmer^ calmer ikies they joumeyM on. 
The flackening ftorms the neighl>ouring fun confeTs, 
The heat ftrikes fiercer^ and the winds grow Itfs, 
Whilft parching thirft and fainting fweats tncreafe. 
As forward on the weary way they went, 
Panting with drought, and «dl with labour fpent, 
Amidft the defert, defolate and dry, S50 

One chanc'd a little trickling fpring to fpy i 
Proud of the prize, he drained the fcanty ftore. 
And in his helmet to the chieftain bore. 
Around, in crouds, the thirfty legions ftood. 
Their throats and clammjriaws with duft beftrewN 
And allwith wi(hful eyes the liquid treafurc viewN 
Around the leader caft his careful look, 
Sternly the tempting envy'd gift he took. 
Meld it, and thus the giver fierce befpoke : 
And think'ft thou then that I want Virtue moft I ^60 
Ara I the meaneft of this Roman hoft ! 
Am I the firft foft coward that complains I 
That ihrinks, unequal to thefe glorious pains t 
Am I in cafe and infamy the firft ! 
Rather be thou, bafe as thou art, accurs'd. 
Thou that dar'ft drink, when all befide thee thirft« 
He faid j and wrathful ftretching forth his hand, 
PourM out the precious draught upon the fand. 
Well did the water thus for all provide, 
Envy'd by none, while thus to all deny'd, 
A little thus the general want iiipply'd. 

Now to the facred ten>ple they draw near, 
Whofe only altars Libyan lands revere 5 

I There, 
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There, but unlike the Jove by Rome ador*d, 

A form uncouthy ftands heaven's Almighty Lord. 875 

No regal enfigns grace his potent hand. 

Nor fhakes he there the lightning's flaming brand i 

Bnt, ruder to behold, a homed ram 

Belies the god, and Ammon is his name. 

There though be reigns unrival'd and aldbe, 88» 

O'er the rich neighbours of the Torrid Zone $ 

Though fwarthy ^thiops are to him conHn'd, 

With Araby the bleft, and wealthy Inde ; 

Yet no proud domes are rais'd, no gems are feen. 

To blaze upon his /brines with coftly (been ; 885 

But plain and poor, and unprophan'd he ftood. 

Such as, to whom our great fore-fathers bow'd : 

A god of pious times, and days of old. 

That keeps his temple fafe from Roman gold. 

Here, and here only, through wide Libyans fpace, 890 

Tall trees, the land, and verdant herbage grace ; 

Here the loofe fands by plenteous fprings are bound. 

Knit to a mafs, and moulded into ground : 

Here fmiling nature wears a fertile drefs. 

And all things' here the prefent god confefs. 895 

Yet here the fun to neither pole declines. 

But from his zenith vertically ihines : . 

Hence, ev'n the trees no friendly ihelter yield, 

Scarce their own trunks the leafy branches /hield ; 

The rays defcend dire^, all round embrace, 909 

And to a central point the ihadow chace. 

Here equally the middle line is found. 

To cut the radiant Zodiac in its rounds 

Here 
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Here unoblique the Bull and Scorpion rife, 
Hot mount too fwift, nor leave too foon the ikies i 905 
Nor Libra does too long the Ram attend. 
Nor bids the Maid thcji/hy iign defcend. 
The Boys and Centaur juftly time divide. 
And equally their feveral feafons guide : 
Alike the Crab and wintery Goat return, ^10 

Alike the Lion and the flowing Urn. 
If any farther nations yet are known. 
Beyond the Libyan fires, and fcorching zone $ 
Northward from them tl^ fun'ts bright courfe is made. 
And to the fouthward ftrikes the leaning (hack : 915 
There (low Bootes, with his lazy wain 
Defcending, Teems to reach the watery main. 
Of all the lights which high above they fee, ^ 

No ftar what-e*er from Neptune's waves is free, I 

The whirling axle drives them round, and plunges T 
in the fea. J 

Before the temple's entrance, at the gate. 
Attending crouds of eaftern pilgrims wait : 
Thefe from the horned god expert relief : 
But all give way before the Latian chief. 
His hoft, (as crouds aie fuperftitious ftill) 
Curious of fate, of future good and ill, 
And fond to prove prophetic Ammon's fkill, 
Intreat their leader to the god would go, 
And from his oracle Rome's fortunes know : 
But Labienus chief the thought approved, 930 

And thus the common fuit to Cato mov'd : 

Chance, and the fortune of the way, he faid. 
Have brought Jove's lacred counfels to our aid ; 

This 
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This greateft af the^ods, this mighty chiefs 

In each redrefs (hall be a fare relief; 935 

Shall point the diJiant dangers from afar. 

And teach the future fortunes of the war. 

To thee, O Cato I pious I wife ! and juft ! 

Their dark deci?ee8 the cautious gods ihali truft 5 

To thee their fore-determin'd will ihall tell : 940 

Their will has been thy law, and thou haft kept it well. 

Fate bids thee now the noble thought improve ; 

Fate brings thee here, to meet and talk with Jove. 

Inquire betimes, what various chance ihall come 

To impiqus Caefar, and thy native Rome j 

Try to avert, at leaft, thy country's doom, 

Alk if thefe arms our freedom Aall reftore : 

Or elfe, if laws and right ihall be no more. 

Be- thy great breaft with facred knowledge fraught. 

To lead us in the wandering maze of thought : 959 

Thou, th?,t to virtue ever wert inclined 

Leavn what it is, how certainly defin'd. 

And leave fome perfe^l rule to guide mankind. 

Full of the god that dwelt wkhin his breaft. 
The hero thus bis-fecret mrnd exprefs*d, 955 

And in-born truths reveal'd; truths which might well 
Become ev*n oracles themfelves to tell. 

Where would thy fond, thy vain enquiry go ? 
What myAk fate, what lecret, would'ft: thou know ? 
Is it a doubt if death Oiould be my doomt 
Rather than live till kings and bondage comey 
Rather than fee a tyrant crownM in Rome ? 
Or would'ft thou know if, what we value here. 
Life, be a trifle hardly worth our care ? 

Dd . WV-^^ 
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What by old age and length of days we gain^ 9^5 
More than to lengthen out the fenfe of pain ? 
Of if this world, with all its forces join'd. 
The univerfai malice of mankind, 
Can fhake or hurt the brave and faoneft mind ? 
If ftable virtue can her ground maintain, 970 

Whilft fortune feebly threats and frowns in vain ? 
If truth and juihiers with uprightnefs dwell. 
And honefty confift in meaning well ? 
If right be independent of fuccefs. 
And conqueft cannot make it more nor lefs ? 97^ 

ATe thefc, my friend, tlie fecrets thou would^fl know, . 
Thofe doubts for which to oracles we go ? 
'Tis known, 'tis plain, 'tis all already told. 
And horned Amnion can no more unfold. 
From Godderiv'd, to God by nature join'd, 980 

We aft the diftatcs of his mighty mind : 
And though our priefts are mute, and temples ftiJI, 
God never wants a voice to fpeak his will. 
When firft we from the teeming womb were brought, 
With in- born precepts then our fouls v«ere fraught 
And then the maker his new creatures taught. 
Then when he formM, and gave us to be men. 
He gave us all our ufeful knowledge, then, 
Ocinft thou believe, the vaft eternal mind 
Was e'er to Syrts and Libyan fands confin'd ? 990 
That he would choofe this wafte, this barren ground. 
To teach the thin inhabitants around, 
'And leave his truth in wUds and deferts drown'd ? 

I-s 
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Is there a place thait God wotild choofe to 1ot6 ^ 

Beyond thU earth, the Teas, yon heaven above, v 

And virtuous minds, the nobieft throne for Jove ? J 

Why feek we farther then ? behold around. 

How all thou feeft does with the god abound, 

Jove is alike in all, and always to be found. 

Let thofe weak minds, who live in doubt and fear, xooo 

To juggling priefts for oracles repair } 

One -certain hour of death to each decreed. 

My fixM, my certain foul from doubt has freed« ' 

The coward and the brave are doond -d to foil ; 

And when Jove told this truth, he told us all. X065 

So fpoke the hero ; and, to keep his word. 

Nor Ammon, nor his oracle cfxplor^d 5 

But left the croud at freedom to believe. 

And take fuch anfwers astheprieft ihould give* 

Foremoft on foot lie treads the burning fand> ioi9 
JBearing his arms in his own patient hand j 
Scorning another's weary neck to prefs. 
Or in a lazy chariot loll at eafe : 
The panting foldier at his toil fucceeds. 
Where no command, but great example leads* 10^5 
Sparing of deep, £dl\ for the rek he wakes. 
And at the fountain, laft, his thlrft he (lakes ; 
Whene'er by chance forae living iHream is found, 
H? ftaiuid, and fees th€ cooling draughts go round, 
Stays till the laft aiftd meaneft drudge^ be paft, teio 
And, till his flave$ have drunik^ difdoms tota^ • 
If true good men deferve immbTtal fome. 
If virtue, theitgh diftrcfs'd, be ftiU the fame j 

D d s What^ 
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-Whate'cr our fathers greatly dar'd to do, 
IVhatc'cr they bravely, bore, and wiiely knew. 
Their virtues all are his, and all their praiie his due. 
Whoe'er, with battles fortunately fought. 
Whoe'er, with Roman blood, fuch honours brought^ 
This triumph, this, on Libya's utmoft bound, 
« With death and defolatidnxompafs'd round, 1030 
To all thy glories, Pompey, I prefer, 
Thy trophies, and thy third triumphal car. 
To Marius' miehty^ame, and great Jugurthiae war< 
His country's Aether herei O Rome, behold, 
t Worthy thy temples, priefts, and ihrines of gold ! .203^ 
. If e'er thou break'ft thy lordly matter's .cbaio^ 
If liberty be e'erieftor'd again. 
Him ihalt thou place in thy divine abodes, 
Swear by his holy name, and rank him with thy gods. 

Now to thofe fultry regions were they paft, 
Whkh Jovfi;to ftop inquiring mortals plac'd. 
And as their utmoft, fouthern, limits caft. 
Thirfty, for fprings they fear^ tbcdefert round. 
And only one, amidft the fands, they found. 
Well ftor'd it was, but all accefs was barr'd; 1045 
The ftream^ten thoufand noxious ferpents guard : 
pry afpics on, the fatal margin ftood, 
And Dipfas thirfted in the middle £ood. 
Back from the ftream the frighted foldier £ies, 
{Thpugh parch'd, andlanguiihing for drink,he dies : x 1 50 
The .chief beheld, and faid. You fear in vaiin, 
: Vainly from fafe and healthy draughu abftain. 
My ibldier, drink> and dread no| death or j>ain 

When 
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Whenurg*d to rage, their teeth the ferpents fix, 
And venom with our vital juices mix 5 103 5 

The peft infiis'd through every vein runs roundy 
Infefts the mafs, and death is in the wound. 
Harmlefs and fafe, no poifon hem they ihed^ 
Hefaidj and firft the doubtful draught eflky'd 5 
He, who through ail their ^ march^- their- toil, their 
thirft, 106a 

Demanded, here alone, to drink th^ firflr. 

Why plagues, like thefe, infeft the Libyan sur. 
Why deaths unknown in various (hapes appear } 
Why, fruitful to deftroy, the curfed land 
Is temperM thus, by nature's fecret hand ; 1065 

Dark and obfcure the hidden caufe remains,* 
And ftill deludes the vain enquirer's pains j 
Unlefs a 'tale for -truth may be believM, 
And the good-naturM world be willingly deceived." 
. Where weftern waves on fartheit Libya 'beat) -y 
Warm'd with the fetting fun's defcending heat, > 

Dreadful Medufa fix'd her horrid feat. J 

No leafy (hade, with kind prote6lion, fhields 
The rough, the fqualid, unfrequented fields ; 
N« mark of fhepherds, or the plowman's toil, 2075 
To tend the flocks, or turn the mellow foil : 
But, rude with rocks, the region all around^ 
Its miftrcfs, and her potent- vifage, own'd, 
'Twas from this monfter to afiiic):>^mankind, -e 
That nature firft produced the fnaky kind : loSd 

On her, at firft their forky tongues appear'djl 
From her, their dreadful hiflingS' firft were heard. • 

D d 3 S6hx> 
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Some wrcatbM in folds upon her temf^ hung |- i 

Some backwards to her wafte depended long } ^ 

Some with their rifing crefts her forehead deck { XC85 
Some wanton play, and lafti her fwelling neck t 
And while her hands the curling vipers comb, 
Poifons diftil around, and drops of livid foam* 
None, who beheld the fury, could complain { 
So fwift their fate, preventing death and pain : 1099 
Ere they had time to fear, the change came on. 
And motion, ienfe, and life, were left in ftone. 
The foul itfelf, from fudden flight debarred. 
Congealing, in the body^s fortune iharM. 
The dire Eumenides could, rage infpire, ^^95 

But could no more; the tuneful Thracian lyre 
Infernal Cerberus did foon aiTuage, 
Luird him to reft, and foothM his triple rage j 
Hydra*s feven heads the bold Alcides viewM, 
Safely he faw, and what he faw, fubdued : ixo# 

Of thefe in various terrors each excelTd j 
But all to this fuperior fury yield. 
Phorcus and Coeto, next to Neptune he, 
Immortal both, and rulers of the fea, 
This monftcr's parents did their offspring dread 5 1105 
And from her fight her fifter Gorgons fled. 
Old ocean's waters, and the liquid air. 
The univerfal world her power might fear : 
All niiture's beauteous works flie could invade, 
Through every part a lazy numbnefs fhcd. 
And over all a ftony furfacc fpread. 
Birds in their flight were ftopt, and ponderous grown, 
Forgot their pinions, and fell fenfelefs down. 

Beaft 
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Beafts to the rocks were £x'd, and all around 

Were tribes of ftone and marble nations foitnd. X115 

No living eyes Co fell a fight could bear $ 

Her fnakeft therofelves, all deadly though they were* 

Shot backward from her face^ and flirunk away for 1 

fear. 

By her, a rock Titanian, Atlas grew. 
And heaven by her the giants did fubdue i nco 

Hard was the fight, and Jove was half diimay'd. 
Till Pallas brought the Gorgon to his aid ; 
The heavenly nation laid afide their fear,^ 
For foon (he finifli'd the prodigious war j 
To mountains turn'd, the monfter race remains, 1125 
The trophies of her power on the Phlegi-aean plains. 

To feek this monfter, an^ her fate to prove. 
The fon o^ Danae and golden Jove, 
Attempts a flight throtigh airy ways above. 
The youth Cyllenian Hermes' aid implor'd j 11 30 

The god artiftcd with his wings the fword. 
His fword, which late made watchful Argus bleed. 
And 16 from her cruel keeper freed : 
Unwedded Pallas lent a filter's aid ; 
But alkM, for recoropence, Mcdufa's head. 11 35 

Eaftward (he warns her brother bend his flight. 
And from the Gorgon realms avert his fight ; 
Then anus his left with her refulgent fhield. 
And fliews how there the foe might be beheld. 
Deep flumbers had the droufy fiend poflTeft, 1140 

Such as drew on, and well might feem, her laft: 
And yet flie flept not whole ; one half her fnakes 
Watchful, to guard their horrid mifliefs^ wakes 

D d 4 The 



I 



4oS It O W Z*$ FOEM S> 

The reft diiheye]M> loofefy, round her heaify 

And o>r her droufy lids and face were ipread. / 714:5 

Backward the youth draws near, nor daret to look» 

But blindly, at a venture, aims a ftroke 3 

His faltering hand the virgin goddds guides. 

And from the monfter^s ne:k her fnaky head divides. 

But oh ! what aYt, what numbers, can exprefs 11 50 

The terrors of the dying Gorgon's face ! 

What clouds of poifon from her lips arife t 

Whftt death, what vaft dieftni^on, threatenM in her 

eyes ! 
*Twas fomewhat that immortal gods might fSear, 
More than the warlike maid herfelf could' bear. 1^55 
The viaor Perfeus ftill had been fubdued. 
Though, wary ftill, with <yes averfe he ftoodi 
Had not his heavenly fifter*s timely care 
VcilM the dread vifage with the hiffing hair* 
SeizM cf his prey, heavenwards, uplifted light, ii(Jb 
On Hermes' nimble wings, he took his flight. 
Now thoughtful of his courfe, he hung in air. 
And meant through Europe's happy clime to fteer j 
. Till pitying Pallas warnM him not to blaft 
Her fruitful fields, nor lay her cities wafte. X165 

For who would not have upwards caft tlieir fight. 
Curious to gaze at fuch a wondrous flight ? 
Therefore, by gales of gentle Zephyrs borne. 
To Libya's coaft the hero minds to torn. 
Beneath the fultry line, exposM it lies 1170 

To deadly planets, and malignant Ikies. 
Still, with his fiery fteeds, the god of day 
Drives through that heaven, an^ makes his burning way. 
4 Ne 
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No land more high erefls its loRy head^ 

The filver moon in dhn ecHpfe to (hade j 117-5 

If through the Aimmer figns dire ft fhe run. 

Nor bends obliquely, north of fouth to fliun 

The envious earth that hides her from the fun. 

Yet could this foil accurfl^ this barren field, 

Xncreafe of deaths, and poifbnous harvefls yield. xig« 

Where-e?er fublime in ait the viftor. flew, . 

The monfler^s head diftiird a deadly dew ; 

The earth received the feed, and^pregnant grew. 

Stiilas the pi^id gore dropt on the. fand, 

'Twas temperM up by nature^s forming hand .; 11^ 

The glowing climate makes the work complete. 

And broods upon the mafs, and lends it genial heat. 

Piriif of thole plagues the droufy Afp appear 'd. 
Then firft her creil and fwelling neck fhe rear'd | 
A larger drop- of black congealing blood . 1 1 90 

Diftinguifh'd her amidil the deadly brood* 
Of all the ferpent race are none fo fell. 
None with fo many deaths fuch plenteous venom fwelli; 
Chill in themfelves, our colder climes they fhun^ 
And choofe.to bafk in Afric's warmer fur>; 1x515 

But Nile no more confines them now i What bound 
Can for infatiate avarice be foundv! 
Freighted with. Libyan deaths our merchants come,. 
And poifonous Alps arb things of price at Rome. 

Her fcaly folds th' Hsemorrho'is unbends, 1200 

And her vaft length along the fand extends j 
Where-e'er fhe wounds, from every part the blood 
Gufhes refldlefs in a crimfon flood. 

.^piphibious 
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Amphibious fome do in the Syrts abound^ 
And now on land, in waters now are found. 1205 

Slimy Chelyders the parch'd earth diftain. 
And trace a reeking furrow on the plain. 

The fpotted Cenchris, rich in various dyes» 
Shoots in a line, and forth dire£lly flies : 
Not Thebai\ marbles are fo gayly drefs'd, lazo 

Nor with fuch party-colourM beauties graced. 

Safe in his earthly hue and duiky ikin, 
Th* Ammodites lurks in the fands unleen : 
The Swimmer there the cryftal ftream pollutes ; 
And fwift, through air, the flying Javelin (hoots. 121 5 
The Scytale, ere yet the fpring returns, 
There cafls her coat j and there the Dipfas bums $ 
The Amphisbacna doubly arm'd appears, 
At either end a threatening head fhe rears. 
RaisM on his aftive tail the Pareas ftands, 1220 

And, as he pafles, furrows up the fands. 
The Prefter by his forming jaws is known ; 
The Seps invades the flcfh and firmer bone, 
piflblves the mafs of man, and melts his fabric down. 
The Bafiliik, with dreadful hiflings heard, 1225 

And from afar by every ferpent fear'd. 
To diftancc drives the vulgar, and remains 
The lonely monarch of the defert plains. 

And you, ye dragons of the fcaly race. 
Whom glittering gold and fhining armonrs grace, 1230 , 
In other nations harmlefs are you found. 
This guardian Genii :;nd protc6lors own'd 5 

In 
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III Afric only are you fatal 5 there, ^ 

On wide-expanded wings, fublirae you rear > 

Your dreadful forms, and drive the yielding air. J 
The lowing kine in droves you chace, and cull 
Some mailer of the herd, fome mighty bull : 
Around his ftubborn fides your tails you twift. 
By force comprefs, and burft his brawny chcft. 
Not elephants are by their larger fize 1240 

Secure, but, with the reft, become your prize. 
Refiftlefs in your might, you all invade. 
And for deftru6lion iieed not poifon's aid. 

Thus, though a thoufand plagues^ around them ' 
fpread, 
A weary march the hardy foldiers tread. 
Through thirft, through toil and death, by Cato led. 
Their chief, with pious g^rief and deep regret. 
Each moment mourns his friends untimely fate 5 
Wondering, he fees fome fmall, fome trivial wound 
Extend a valiant Roman on the ground. 1250 

Aulus, a noble youth of Tyrrhene blood. 
Who bore the ftandard, on a Dipfas trode 5 
Backward the wrathful ferpent bent, her head. 
And, fell with rage, th' unheeded wrong repayM. 
Scarce did fome little mark of hurt remain, 1*55: 

And fcarce he found fome little fenfe of pain j 
Nor could he yet the danger doubt, nor fear 
That death, with all its terrors, threatened there. 
When lo ! unfeen, the fecret venom fpreads. 
And every nobler part at once invades 5 12601 

Swift flames confirme the marrow and the brain. 
And the fcorch'd entrails rage with burning pain j 

Uponu 
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Upon his heart the thirfty poifons prey. 

And drain the facred juice of life away. 

No kindly floods of moifture bathe his tongue, 1^65 

But cleaving to the parched roof it hung ; 

No trickling drops diftil, no dewy fweat. 

To eafe his weary limbs, and cool the raging heat. 

Nor could he weep j ev'n grief could not fupply 

Streams for the mournful office of his eye. 
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The never-failing fource of tears was dry. 

Frantic he flies, and with a carelefs hand 

Hurls the negle6led eagle on the fand ; 

Nor hears, nor minds, his pitying chief's command. 

For fprings he fecks, he digs, he proves the ground. 

For fprings, in vain, explores the defert round, i276> 

For cooling draughts, which might their aid impart, • 

And quench the burning venom in his heart. 

PlungM in the Tanai's, the Rhone, or Po, 

Or Nile, whole wandering llreams o'er -ffigypt flow. 

Still would he rage, ftiil with the fever glow. 

The fcorching climate to his fate confpires. 

And Libya's fun aflifts the Dipfas' fkes. 

Now every where for drink, in vain he pries. 

Now to the Syrts and briny feas he flies j 

The briny Teas delight, but feem not to fufHce. 

Nor yet he knows what fee ret plague he nurs'd. 

Nor found the poiron, but believd it thirft. 

Of third, and tirirft alone, he Hill complains, 

Kavingfor thirlt, he teais his fwelling veins 5 1290 

From every vefiel drains a crimfon flood, 

And quaffs in greedy draughts his vital blood. 

This 



LUCAN^S PHARS ALIA, Book IX. 41 j 

This Cato faw, and ftraight, without dolay. 
Commands the legions on to urge their way j 
Nor give th^ enquiring foldier time to know 129$ 

What deadly deeds a fatal thirft could do. 

But foon a fate more (ad, with new furprizey 
From the firft obje^ turns their wondering eyes. 
Wretched Sabellusby a.Seps was ftuqg; 
FixM to his leg, with deadly teeth, it hung: 2300 

Sudden the foldier fhook it from the wound. 
Transfixed and nail'd it to the barren groujod. 
Of all the dire deftruftive/erpent race. 
None have fa much of death, though none are lefs* 
.For ftraight, around the part, the skin withdrew, ^ 
The fiefti and fhrinkiog^news backward £ew, > 

And left the naked bones expos'd to .view* 3 

The fpreading poifons all the parts confound, 
And the whole body finks within the wound. 
The brawny thighs no more their jnufcles boaft, 1310 
But, melting, all in liquid filth are lofl ; 
The well-knit groin above, and ham below^ 
Mixt in one putrid ftream, together £ow j 
The firm Peritonaeum, rent in twain, ^ 

No more the prefling entrails could fuftain, > 

It yields, and focthuthey^all, at once they gufh amain, i 
Small relics of the mouldering mafs were lef(. 
At once of fubfUnce, as of form bereft ; 
Diflblv'd the whole in liquid poifon ran, 
And to a naufeous puddle ffarunk the man« 1320 

Then burft the rigid nerves, the manly breafi^ 
And all the texture of the heaving cheft $ 

Refiftlefs 
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Refiftlefs way theconqa«ring venom made. 
And fecpet nature was at once difplay^d j 
Her facred privacies aH open lie 1315 

To each prophane, enquiring, vulgar eye. 
Then the broad fhoulders did the pcft invade. 
Then o'er the valiant arms and neck it fpread j 
Laft funk^ the mind's imperial feat^ the head. 
So fnows diiTolv'd by fouthem Twecwss run, 1330 

.So melts the wax before the noon-day fun. 
Nor ends the wonder here ; though flames are known 
To wafte the flefh, yet (till they fpare the bone : 
Here none were left, no leaft remains were fccn ; 
No marks to fhew, that once the man had been. 1^35 
* Of all the plagues which curfe the Libyan land, 
(If death and mifchief may a crown demand) 
tSerpent, the palm is thine. Though others may 1 
Boaft of their power to force the foul away, S 

■Yet foul and body both become thy prey. j 

A fate of different kind Nafidius found, 
A burning Prefter gave the deadly wound ; 
And ftraight a fudden flame began to fpread. 
And paint his vifage with a glowing red. 
With fwift expanfion fwells the bloated skin, "J 

Nought but anundiftinguifhed mafs is feen, s 

While the fair human form lies loft within* j 

The puffy poifon fpreads, and heaves around. 
Till all the man is in the monfter drownM. 
No more the fteely plate his breaft can ftay, 13-0 

But yields, and gives the burfting poifon way. 
Not w:;ters fo, when fire the rage fupplies, 
Bubblirrg on heaps, in boiling cauldrons rife ; 

Not 
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Nor fwells the ftretching canvas half fo faft. 

When the fails gather all the driving blaft, 

Strain the tough yards, and bow the lofty maft. 

The various parts no longer now are known. 

One headlefs formlcfs heap remains alone j 

The feather'd kind avoid the fatal feaft. 

And leave it deadly to fome hungry beaft; 1360 

With horror feiz*d, his fad companions too. 

In haile from the unburyM carcafe flew 5 

Look'd back, but fled again, for ftill th^monftergrew. 

But fertile Libya ftill new plagues fupplies, 
And to more horrid monfters turns their eyes. ' 1355 
Deeply the fierce Hatmorrhois impreft 
Her fatal teeth on Tullus' valiant breaft, 
The noble youth : with virtue's love infpir'd. 
Her, in her Cato, followed and admir'd ; 
MovM by his great example, vow'd to fhare, 1370 
With him, each chance of that difaflfous war. 
And as when" mighty Rome's fpeftators meet 
In the full theatre's;<:apacious feat. 
At once, by fecret pipes and channels fed, 
^ich tin£lures gufh from every antique head j 1375 
At once ten thoafand faffron currents-flow. 
And rain their odours on the. croud below : 
So the warm blood at once from every part 
Ran purple poifon down, and drained the fainting heart; 
Blood falls for tears, and o'er his mournful face 1380 
The ruddy drops their tainted paflage trace : 
Where-e'er the liquid juices find a way. 
There ftrcams of blood, there crimfon rivers ftray: 

His' 
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His mouth and gufhing noftrils pour a flood, • 

And ev'n the pores ooze out the trickling blo«d $ 1385 
la the red deluge all the parts lie drown'dy 
And the whole bod^feems one bleeding wound. 

Lxvus, a colder Afpic bit, and ihaight 
His blood forgot to flow, his heart to beat; 
Thidc (hades upon his eye-lids feemM to cceep, •i39« 
And lock hinx fail: in everlafting fleep-: 
No .fenfe of pain, no torment did he know. 
But .funk in flumbers to the (hades below. 

Not fwifter death attends the noxious juicCy 
Which lAirt Sabaean Aconites produce. 13^^ 

Well may their crafty priefts divine, and well 
The fate which they themfelves.can caufe^^foretel. 

Fierce from afar a darting Javdinihot, 
(For fuch, the ferpents name has Afric taugln) 
And^hrough .unhappy Paulus^ temples flew j 1400 
Nor poifon, but a wound, the fold ier flew. 
No flight fo fwift, fo rapid none we know, 
■ Stones for the founding fling, compared, are-flow. 
And the fhaft loiters from the Scythian bow. 

A Jr^afiirflc bold Murrus kilPd in vain, 1405 

And naird it dying to the fandy plain j 
Along the fpear the Aiding v«nom ran. 
And fudden, from the weapon, feiz'd the man.: 
His hand flrfl touchM, ere it his arm invade. 
Soon he .divides it with his fliining blade : 1410 

The ferpent's forxre by fad example taught. 
With his loft hand, his ranfomM life he bought. 

Who that the fcorpion's infeft form Airveys^ 
Would think that ready death his call obeys ? 1414 

Threatening 
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Threatening, he rears hU knotty tall on high ) 
The vali; Orion thus he 4ooni'd to dift. 
And fix'd him, bis proud trophy in the ikj* 

Or could we the Sajpuga's anger drea4« 
Or fear upon her little cell to tread ? 
Yet (he the fata) threads of life cominan<|s» 14^ 

And quickens oft the Stygian fifters* bamis* 

Purfued by dangers, tj^us they pafs'd away 
The reftlefs night*, and. thus the cheerlefs day{ 
4^v'n earth itfelf they fear'd, the common bed. 
Where each lay down to reft his weary bead : 1^$ 
There no kind trees their leafy couches ftrow^ 
The lands no turf nor mo0y beds beftow { 
Lut tir'd, and fainting with the tedious toil^ 
£xposM they deep uppn the fatal foil. 
With vital heat they brood upon the ground, I4S^' 
And breathe a kind attractive vapour round. 
While chill, with colder night*s ungentle air. 
To nian's warm breaft his fnaky foes repair. 
And find, ungrateful guefts, a ihelter there. 
Thence frefh fupplies of poifonous rage return, 2^-%$- 
And fiercely with recruited deaths they bum. 

Reltore, thus fa4Jy oft the foldier faid, . '• 

Reflore Emathia's plains, from whence we fled| . . 
This grace, atieaft, ye cruel gods afifbrd, .>■ 

That we may falji beneath the hoftile fword, .144Q 

The Dipfa's here in Caefar's triumph ihare. 
And fell Ceraibe wage his civil war. 
Or let us haile away, prefs farther on. 
Urge our bold palTage to the biuning zone^ 
And die by thofe a?tli£reai 6aines f^pne* 

J Ee Afric, 
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Afric, thy deferts we accufe no more. 

Nor blame, oh nature ! thy creating power: 

From man tfaou wifely did ft thefe wilds divide^ 

And for thy monfters heiT alone provide j 

A region wafte and void of all befide. 

Thy prudent care forbad the barren field. 

The yellow harveft*s ripe increafe to yield | 

Man and his labours well thou didft deny. 

And bad'ft him from the land of poifons fly. 

We, impiousr we, the bold irruption made $ 1455 

We, this the ferpenf s world, did firft invade 4 

Take then our lives a forfeit for the crime. 

Whoever thou art, that rurft this curfed clinre t 

What god-foe'cr, that only lov'ft to reign. 

And doft the commerce of mankind dilHain | x^Gt 

Who, to fccure thy horrid empire's bound. 

Haft fixt the Syrts, and torrid realms around 5 

Here the wild waves, there the flames fcorehing breath, 

And fiird the dreadful middle fpace with death. 

Behold, to thy retreats our arms we bear, 1465 

Arid with Rome^s civil rage prophane thee here j 

Ev'n to 'thy inmoft feats we ftrive to go, 

And feek the limits of the world to know. 

Perhaps more dire events attend us yet j 

New deaths, new nionftcrs, ftill we go to meet. 1 4.70 

Perhaps to thofe far feas our journey bends, 

Where to the waves the burning fun defcends ; 

Where, rufhing headlong down heaven's azure deep, 

All red he plunges in the hilling deep. 

Low finks the pole, declining from its height, 1475 

And feeras to yield beneath the rapid weight, 

Kof 
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Nor farther lands from fame herfelf are known. 
But Mauritanian Juba's realms alone. 
Perlraps, while, ralhly daring, on we paft. 
Fate may difcover fomc more dreadfiil place $ 14S0 
Till, late repenting, we may wifh in vain 
To fee thefe ferpents, and thefe fands again. 
One joy at leaft do thefe fad regions give, 
Ev'n here we know 'tis poflible to live j 
That, by the native plagues, we may perceive. 
Nor aik we now for Afia's gentler day^ 
Nor now for European funs we pray 5 
Thee, Afrir, now, thy abfence we deplore, 
fLnd fadly think we ne>r ihall fee thee more. 
Say, in what part, what climate, art thou loft ? 1490 
Where have we left Gyrene's happy froft f 
Cold (kies we felt, and frofty winter there. 
While more than fummer funs are raging here. 
And break the laws .of the well-order d year. 
Southward, beyond earth's limits, are we pafsMi 1495 
And Rome, at length, beneath our feet is placed. 
Grant us, ye gods, one pleafure ere we die. 
Add to our harder fate this ^nly joy. 
That Csefar may purfue, and follow where wc i 

Impatient, thus the fbldier oft complains* 1500 

And feems, by telling, to relieve bis pains. 
But moft the virtues of their match iefs chief 
Infpire new ftrength, to bear vrith every grief; 
All oight, with careful thoughts and watchful eyeSf 
On the bare fands exposM the hero lief ; 1505 

In every place alike^. in cvrry hour. 
Pares his ill foi:tune, and defies her power. 

£ e 1 UmwearyM 
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Unwc^ry*4 ftiJl* hi? common care attends 

On every fate, apd chears his dying friends : 

With ready hafte at each fad call he flies, 1510 

And more than health, or life itfelf, fupplies ; 

With virtue's nohleft precepts arms their fouls. 

And ey'n U^eir A>rrow8, like his own, controls. 

Where-e^er he comes, no iigns of grief are ihown j 

Grief, an unman)y weaknefs, they difown, 

^nd fcqrn to iigh, or breathe one parting groan. 

Still urging on his pipus cares, he drove 

The fenfe of outward evils to remove | 

And, by his prefence, taught them to difdain 

The feeblp rage and in^potence of pain. 1510 

Qpt no\y, fo nismy toils and dangers pail. 
Fortune grew kind, and brought relief at laft. 
Of all who fcorching Afric's fun endure. 
None like the fwarthy Pfyllians are fecure. 
Skiird in the lore of powerful herbs and charms, 1525 
Them, nor the ferpent's tooth, nor poifon barms j 
Nor do they thus in arts alone excel, 
But nature too their blood has tempered well. 
And taught with vital force the venom to repel. 
With healing gifts and privileges grac'd, 1530 

Well in the land of ferpents were they plajc'd ; 
Truce with the dreadful tyrant, death, they have. 
And border fafely on his realm, the grave^ 
Such is their confidence in true-born l>lood. 
That oft with afps they prove their doubtful brood ; 
When wanton wives their jealous rage inflame, 153^ 
The new-bom infant clears or damns the d^me j 

If 
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If fubjeft to the wrathful ferpent*8 wound, 

The mbther^s fliame is by the clanger found s 

But if unhurt the fearlefs infant laugh $ 15401 

The wife is honeft, and the hufband fafe. 

So when Jove's bird, on fome tall cedar*s head, 

Mas a new race of generous eaglets bred, 

AVhile yet unplum'd, within the neft they lie. 

Wary (he turns them to the eaftem iky j 

Then if, unequal to the god of day, 

Abafti'd they (brink, and ihun the potent ray. 

She fpums them forth, and cafts them quite away; 

But if with daring eyes unmor'd they gaze, 

Withftand the light, and bear the golden blaze 5 1550 

Tender (he broods them with a parent's love. 

The future fervants of her mafter Jove. 

Nor fafe themfelvcs, alone, the Pfyllians are. 

But to their guefts extend their friendly care. 

Fir(t, where the Roman caVnp is mark'd, around •} 

Circling they pafs, then, chanting, charm the ground r 

And chace the ferpents with the myftic founc', J 

Beyond the farthcft tents rich fires they build. 

That healthy medicinal odours yield j , 

There foreign Galbanum dilFolving fries, 15^0 

And crackling flames from humble Wall-wort rife ^ 

There Taraarifk, which no green leaf adorns. 

And there the fpicy Syrian Coftos bums. 

There Centory fupplies the wholefome (lame. 

That from ThefTalian Chiron takes its name; 1565 

The gummy Larch-Tree, and the Thapfos there, 

Wuund-wort and Maiden-weed, perfume the air. 

E e 3 There 
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There the large branches of the long-liv'd hwt. 

With Soutfiern-wood, their odours ftrong impart. 

The monfters of the land» the ferpents fell, 1570 

Fly far away, and fhun the hoftile fmell. 

Securely thus they pafs the nights away $ > 

And if they chance to meet a wound by day, I 

The Pfylliaa artifts ftraight their ikill difplay. J 

Then ftrives the Leach the power of charms to ihowy 

And bravely combats with the deadly foe : 1576- 

With fpittle firft, he marks the part around. 

And keeps the poifon prifoner in the wound $ . 

Then i'udden he begins the magic 6>ng, 

And rolU- the numbers bafty o^er his tongue ; i|So 

Swift he runs on j nor paufes once fur breathy 

To ftop the pro^Tefs of approaching death ; 

He fears the curt might fufFer by delay ^ 

And life be loit but for a moment's ftay. 

Thfus oft, though deep within the veins it lies,. 1.5S5 

By magic numbers chacM, the milchief flies : 

But if it hear too flow, if liiil it ftay, 

And fcora the potent charmer to ol>ey ; 

With forceful lips he faftens on the wound, 

Drains out, and Ipiis the venom to the ground* 1590 

Thus, by long ufe and oft experience^taught. 

He knows from whence his huit the patient got 5 

He proves the part through which the poifon paft. 

And knows each various ferpent, by the tafte. 

I'he warriors thus rtliev'd, amidll their p:iins, 1595 
Hcid on their pafldge through the deiert plains ; 
A lid now the filver emprel's of the night 
Had loft, and twice re^a.iu d, her borrowed light. 

While 
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While Cato, wandering o'er the wafteful field, 

Patient in all his labours, (he beheld. i€oo 

At length condensM in clods the fands appear* 

And fliew a better foil and country neaci- 

Now .from afar thin tiifts of trees arife,. 

And fcattering cottage* delight, their eye«» 

But when the foldier once beheld again 1^5 

The raging lion fhake his horrid naane. 

What hopes o£ better lands his foul pofleft4 

What joys he felt, to view the dreadful beaft! 

Leptis at laft they reached, that neareft lay. 

There free from ftorms, and the fun's parching ray, 

At eafe they pafs'd the wintery yearaway« 

When fated with the joys which (laughters yield, 
Retiring Caefar left Emathia's field ; 
His other care^ laid by, he fought alone 
To trace the footfteps of his. Eying fon. i^j^ 

Led by the guidance, of reporting fame,^ 
Firft to the Thracian Hellefpont he came. 
Here young Leander perifli'd in the flood. 
And here the tower of mournful Hero ftood : 
Here, with a narrow ftream,^ the flowing tide, t^io 
Europe, from wealthy Afia, does divide. 
From hence the cui-ious vi6lor paifing.o'er,^. 
Admiring fought the fam'd Sigaean.ftiore. 
There might be tombs of Grecian chiefs bebolcT, 
Renown d in 'acred veife by bards of old. i^^^ 

There the long ruins of the walls appear'jl. 
One© by great Neptune, and Apollo,; rea^'d t 
There ftood old Troy, a venerable nurae 1 
for ever confecrate to deathleis fitinc, 

E c ^ Kiiw 
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Now blamed mofly tninkf witii branches (ear, 163* 

Brambles and we»ds, a loathibme fbreft tear j 

Where oBoe» in palaces of vegai ftatSi 

Old Priam« and die Trojan princes, &t. 

Where temples •nee, on loftj columns bom, 

Majeftic did the wealthy town adorn, 1635 

All rode, all wafle and defblate is ls^M» 

And even the ruin*d ruins are decayM. 

Here Caefar did. each ftory*d place Airvey, 1 

Here iaw the rock, where, Neptune to obey» V 

Hefione was bound the monfter^s prey. 3 

Here, in the covert of a fecret grove,. 

The bleft Anchifes clafpM the queen of lovt t 

Here fair Oenone played, here flood the cave 

Where Paris once the fetal judgment gave $ 

Here lovely Ganymede to heaven was bom, 1645 

Each rock> and every tree, recording tales adorn. 

Here all that does of Xanthns* ftream remain^ 

Creeps a fmall brook along the dully plain. 

Whilft carelefs and fecurely on they paft. 

The Phrygian guide forbids to prefs the gi-afs} 1650 

This place, he faid, for ever facred keep. 

For here the facred bones of He6lor deep. 

Then warns him to obferve, where, rudely caft, ■ 

Disjointed ftones lay broken and defacM t 

Here his laft fate, he cries, did Priam prove j. 1655 

Here, on this altar of Hercsean Jove. 
O poefy divine ! O facred fong ». 

To thee, bright fame and length of days belong ; 

Thou, goddefs ! thou eternity canft give. 

And bid fecure the mortal hero live. 1660 

Nor 
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Nor, Caefar, thou difdain, that I rehearfe 

Thee, and thy wars, in no ignoble verfe j 

Since, if in aught the Latian Mufe excel. 

My name, and thine, immortal I foretel j 

Eternity our labours Ihall ^e^vard, 166$, 

And Lucan flourifh, like the Grecian bard | 

My numbers Ihall to lateft times convey 

The tyrant Caefar, and Pbarfalia's day. 

When long the chief his wondering eyes had caft. 
On ancient monuments of ages paft 5 16 j^ 

Of living turf an altar Ibraight he nude, ^ 

Then on the fire rich gums and incenft laid, L 

And thus, fuccefsful in Kis vows, he pray'd, J . 

Ye /hades divine ! who keep this facred place, 
And thou, Aneas ! author of my race, 1675 

Ye powers, whoe'er from burning Troy did come, 
Domeftic gods of Alba, and of Rome, 
Who ftill preferve your ruin'd country's name. 
And on your altars guard the Phrygian flame : 
And thou, bright maid, wEo art to men deny'd 5 
Pallas, who doft thy facred priviledge confide 
To Rome, aad in her inmoft temple hide j 
Hear, and aufpicious to my vows incline, 
To me, the greatefl of the Julian line i 
Profper my future ways ; and lo ! I vow 16)55 

Your ancient ftate and honours to beftow 5 
Aufonian hands (hall Phrygian walls reftore. 
And Rome repay, what Troy conferred before* 
He (aid 5 and hafted to his fleet away. 
Swift to repair the lofs of this delay. 1690 

Up 
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Up fprung the vrind, and, with a frefhening galo^ 
The kind north-weft fill'd every fwelling fail; 
Light o'er the foamy waves the navy ftew. 
Till Aiia's fhores and Rhodes no more tlicy view. 
Six times the night her fable round had made. 
The feventh now pafling on, the chief furvey'd 
High Pharos ihining through the gloomy fhade j 
The coaft defcry'd, he waits the rifing day. 
Then fafely to the port directs his way. / 

There wide with crouds o'erfpread he fees the ihore^ 
And echoing hears the Loud tumultuous roar* 
Diftruftful of his fate, he gives command 
To ftand aloof, nor truft the doubted land j 

When lo f a meffenger appears, to bring 

A fatal pledge of peace from Egypt's king : ^7*5 

Hid in a veil, and clofely covered o'er, 

Pompey's pale vifage in his hand he bore. 

An impious orator the tyrant fends. 

Who thus, with fitting words, the monftrous gift com'* 
mends. 
Hail ! firft and greateft of the Roman name j 1710 

In power moft mighty, moft renown'd in fame : 

Hail ! rightfy now, the world's unrivard lord I 

That benefit thy Pharian friends afford. 

My king beftows the prize thy arms have fought. 

For which Pharfalia's field, in vain, was fought, ijit 

Ko tafk remains for future labours now j 

The civil wars are finifh'd at a blow. 

To heal TheiTalia's ruins, Pcmpey fled 

To us for fuccouT, and by U5 lies dead, 

Thc€i 
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Thee, Cxfar, with this coftly pledge we buy, »720 

Thee to our frieadfliip, with this victim » tie- 

Egypt's proud iceptre freely then receive. 

Whatever the fertile flowing Nile can glie : 

Accept the treafiires which this deed has TparM ^ 

Afccept the benefit, without reward. 1715 

Deign,. Csfar 1 deign to think my royal lovd 

Worthy the aid of thy viftorious fword : 

In the firft rank of greatnefs ihall he ftand $ 

He, who could Ponipey's deftiny coramand* 

Nor frown difdainful on the proffered fpoil, KS^ 

Becaufe not dearly bought withr blood and toil ; 

But think, oh think, what facred.ties wcrebroke,. 

How friendihip pleaded^ and how nature fpoke % 

That Pompey, who reftor'd Auletes* crown, 

The father's an cientgueft was niurder'd by the fon. 1735: 

Then judge thyfelfy or alk the world and fame^, 

If fervices like thefe deferve a name* 

If gods and men the daring deed abhor, 

Tl«nk, for that reafon, Caefar owes the more j 

This blood f&rtbee, though not hj tbecy was fpilt ; 1740^ 

Thou haft the benefit,, and we the guilt. 

He faid, and ftraight the horrid gift unveil''d. 
And ftedfaft to the gazing vi6tor held. 
ChangM w;i& the face, defiorm'd with. death all o>r. 
Pale, ghaftly, wan, and ftain'd with clotted gore. 
Unlike the Pompey Caefar knew before. 
He, nor at firft difdain'd the fatal boon> 
Nor ftarted from the dreadful fight too foon* 
Awhile his eyes the murderous icene endure. 
Doubting they view| but (hun it, when fecure. 1750 

At 
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At length he flood convinced, the deed was done | 

He faw 'twas fafe to mourn his lifelefs fon : 

And ftraight the ready tears, that ftaid till now. 

Swift at conimand with pious femblabce flow : 

As if detefting, from the fight he tumt, 175^ 

And groaning, with a heart triumphant mourns. 

He fears his impious thought fhould be defcryM, 

And feeks in tears the fwelling joy to hide. 

Thus the cUrft Pharian tyrant's hopes were croft. 

Thus all, the merit of his gift was loft 5 1760 

Thus for the murder Caefar's thanks were fpar'd j 

He chofe to mourn it, rather than reward. 

He who, relentlefs, through Pharfalia rode. 

And on the fenate's mangled fathers trode s 

He who, without one pitying figh, beheld 1?^$ 

The blood and flaughter of that woeful field ^ 

Thee, murder'd Pompey, could not ruthlefs fee. 

But payM the tribute of his grief to thee. 

Oh myftery of fortune, and of fate I 

Oh ill-conforted piety and hate I 1770 

And canft thou, Caefar, then thy tears afford. 

To the dire object of thy vengeful fword ? 

Didft thou, for this, devote his hoitile head, 

Pmiue him living, to bewail him dead ? 

Could not the gentle ties of kindred move ? 1775 

Wert thou not touchM with thy fad Julia's love ? 

And weep'ft thou now ? dolt thou thefe tears provide 

To win the friends of Pompey to thy fide ? 

Perhaps, with fecret rage thou doft repine, 

That he fhould die by any hand but thine; 178© 

Thence 
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Thence fall thy tears, that Ptolemy has done 

A murder, due to Caefar's hand alone. 

What fecret fprings foe'er thele currents know^ 

They ne'er, by piety, were taught to flow. 

Or didft thou kindly, like a careful friend, xjge 

Purfue him flying, only to defend ? 

Well was his fate deny'd to thy command ! 

Well was he fnatch'd by fortune from thy hand I 

Fortune withheld this glory from thy name. 

Forbad thy pow^r to fave, and fpar'd the Roman fliamcf 

Still he goes on to v^nt his griefs aloud, 17^ 

And artful, thus, deceives the eafy croiid. 

Hence from my fight, nor let me fee thee more ; 
Hafte, to thy king his fatal gift reftore. 
At Caefar have you aimM the deadly blo^, I79| 

And wounded" Caefar worfe than Pompejr now j 
The cruel hands by which this deed was done. 
Have torn away the wreaths my fword had won. 
That nobleft prize this civil >yar could give, 
The victor's right to bid the vanquifh'd live. 1809 

Then tell your king, his gift fhall be repayM } 
I would have fent hjm Cleopatra's head j 
But that he wiflies.to behold her dead. 
How has he dar'd, this Egypt's petty lord, 
T9 join his murders to tlie Roman fword ? 1805 

Did I, for this, in heat of war, diftain 
With nobleit blood £mathia*s purple plain. 
To licence Ptolemy's pernicious reign ? 
Did I with Pompey fcom the world to fliare i 
A^d can I an ^^tian partner bear ? 
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In vain the warlike trumpet's dreadful found 
Has rouz'd the univerfe to arms around ; 
Vain was the ifhock of nations, if they own, 
Now,, any power on earth "but mine alone. 
If hither to ^oiir impious fhorcs I came, iS«5 

'Twas to affert at once my power and fame ; 
Left the pale fury Envy ihould have faid. 
Your crimes I damn'd not, or your arms I 'fle3/ 
Kor think io fawn before me and deceive j 
I know tlie welcome you prepare to give. 1820 

T-heifalia's field preferves me from your hate. 
And guards' the vigor's head from Pompey*s fate. 
What ruin, Gods ! attended on my arms, 
What dangers unforefeen*! what waiting harms ! 
Pompey, and Rome, and exile, were my fear j 
See yet a fourth, foe Ptolemy appear ! 
The bo,y-king'6 -vengeance loiters in the rear. 
But we forgive hie jouth, and bid him Icnow 
Pardon and life's -the moft we can beftow. 
For you, the meaner heid, with rites divine, iSjo 

And piqus cares, ihe warrior's head inihrine : 
^tone with penitence the injur'd i(hade« 
And let his a(hes in their urn be iaid ; 
Pleas'd, let his ghoft lamenting Caefar know. 
And feel my prefence here, ev'n in the realms below. 1 8 3 y 
Oh, what a day of joy was loft to Rome, 
When haplefs Pompey did to ^gypt come ! 
When, to a father and a friend unjuft, 
He rather chofe the Pharian boy to truft. 
The wretched world that lofs of peace fliall rae, 1 S40 
.-Cf peace, which fromour friendihip might enfue : 

But 
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But thus the gods their hard decrees have made j 
In vain, for peace, and for repofe, Ipray'dj 
In vain implorM, that wars and rage might en3,* 
That, fuppliant-like, I might to Porapey bend. 
Beg him to live, and once more be my friend. 
Then had my labours met their juft reward. 
And, Pompey, thou in all my glories fhar'd j 
Then, jars and enmities all paft and gone. 
In pleafure had the peaceful years roll'd on ; 1850 

All fhou Id forgive, to make the joy complete.; 
Thoti (houldft thy harder fate, and Rome my wars forget. 

Faft falling ftill the tears, thus fpoke the chief, 
But found no partner in the fpecious grief. 
•Oh 1 glorious liberty ! when all fhall dare 1855 

A face, unlike their niighty lord, to wear ! 
Each in his breaft the rifing forrow kept. 
And thought it fafe to laugh, though Cacfar wept. 
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LUCAN'S PHARSALIA. 

B O p K X. 

THE AUGUMEN'J', 

Caefar, upon his atrival in Mgypt, finds Ptolemj 
^Qgaged in ^ quarrel with his filler Cleopatra j 
whom, ^t the inftigation of Photinus, and his 
other evil counfellors, he had deprived of her iharc 

' in the kingdom, and impj^ifoned : (lie finds means 
<o,efcape, comes privately to'Caefar, and puts her- 
felf under bis proteflion. Caefar interpoles in tl\c 
'Cpiarrel, ^nd reconciles them. They in return en- 
tertain l^im with great magnificence and luxury at 
^he Royal Pialace in Alexandria. At this feail 
Caefar, who at his firft arrival had vifitcd the torab 
.of Alexander the Great, and whatever ^ife was 
•cui'ous in that city, enquires of the chief prieft 
Achoreus, and is by him informed of the courfe 
-of the Nile, its ftated increafe and decreafe, with 
the feveral caufes that had been till that time afligned 
for it. In the mean time Photinus writes privately 
to Achillas, to draw -the army to Alexandria, and 
furprize Caefar ; this he immediately performs, and 
^ beueges the palace. But Cajfar, having fet the city 
and many of the uEgj^tian fhips on fire, efcapes to 
the ifland and tower of Pharos, carrying the young 
king and Photin-us, whom he ftiJl kept in his power 
with him 5 there having difcovered the treachery x>{ 
Photinus, he puts him to death. At the fame time 
Arfinoe, Ptolemy's younger fifter, having by the 
'9dyiCi{ of her tutor, the eunuch Ganyjnedes, af- 
iumed the regal authority, orders Achillas to be 
Julled likewife, and renews the war againft Caefar. 

Upon 
4 
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Upon the mole between Pharos and Alexandria he 
is encompaffed by the enemy, and very near being 
flain, but at. length breaks through, leaps into the 
iea, and with his ufual courage and good fortune 
fwims "in fafety to his own fleet. 

SOON as the vi6lor reached the guilty Ihore, 
Yet red with (lains of murder'd Pompey's gore. 
New toils his ftill prevailing fortune met. 
By impious Egypt's genius hard befet. 
The ftrife was now, if this detefted land 
Should own imperial Rome's fupreme command. 
Or C^efar bleed beneath fome Pharian hand* 
But thou, oh Pompey ! thy diviner /hade. 
Came timely to this cruel father's aid ; 
Thy influence the deadly fword withftood, xo 

Nor fuffer'd Nile, again, to blufli with Roman blood. 
Safe in the pledge of Pompey, flain fo late. 
Proud Caefer enters Alexandria'^ gate : 
Enfigns on high the lotig proceflfion lead 5 
The warrior and his armed train fucceed. 15 

Meanwhile, loud-murmuring, the moody throng 
Behold his Fafces borne in ftate along : 
Cf innovations fiercely they complain. 
And fcornfully rejeft the Roman reign* 
Soon faw the chief th' untoward bent they take, 20 
And found that Pompey fell not for his fake. 
Wifely, howe'er, he did his fecret fear. 
And held his way, with well-diflembled chear. 
Carelefs, he runs their gods and temples o'er. 
The monuments cf Macedonian power 5 j^ 

F f Jut 
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But neither god, nor flirine, nor myftic rite. 
Their city, nor her walls, his foul delight x 
Their caves beneath his fancy chiefly led. 
To fearch the gloomy manfions of the dead : 
Thither with fecret pleafure he defcends, }• 

And to the guide^s recording tale attends. 

There the vain youth who made the world his prize. 
That profperous robber, Alexander, lies. 
When pitying death, at length, had freed mankind. 
To facred reft his bones were here confignM : 55 

-His bones, that better had been tofs'd and hurrd, 
"With juft contempt, around the injiu-'d world. 
But Fortune fpar'd the dead j and partial Fate^ 
For ages, fixM his Pharian empire's date. 
If e'er our long-loft liberty return, 4^ 

That carcafe is referv'd for public fcom : 
Now, it remains a monument confcft, 
How one proud man could lord it o'er the reft« 
To Macedon, a corner of the earth. 
The vart ambitious fpoiler ow'd his birth : 4^ 

Tiiere, foon, he fcorn'd his father's humbler reign. 
And view'd his vanquifh'd Athens with difdain. 
Driv'n headlong on, by Fate's refiftlefs force. 
Through Afia's realms he took his dreadful courfes 
His rutiilefs fword laid Human Nature wafte, co 

And defolation follow'd where he pafs'd. 
Red Ganges blufli'd, and fam'd Euphrates' flood. 
With Perfian this, and that with Indian blood. 
Such is the bolt which angry Jove employs. 
When, undiftinguiflxing, his wrath deftroy* : 55 

Such 
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Such to mankind, portentous meteors rife. 

Trouble the gazing earth, and blaft the flcie^. 

Nor flame, nor flood, his reftlefs rage withfland. 

Nor Syrts unfaithful, nor the Libyan fand : 

0*er waves unknown he meditates his way, 69 

And feeks the boundJefs empire of the fea ; 

Ev'n to the utraoft weft he would have g0Dr» 

Where Tethys' lap receives the fetting fun } 

Around each pole his circuit would have made^ 

And drunk from fecret Nile's remoteft head. 

When nature's hand his wild ambition ftay'd. 

With him, that power his pride had lov'd fo well. 

His monltrous univerfal empire, fell : 

No heir, no juft fucceflbr left behind, 

Eternal wars he to his friends aflign'd. 

To tear the world, and fcramble for mankind. 

Yet ftlll he dyM the mafter of his fame. 

And Parthia to the iaft rever'd his name : 

The haughty Eail from Greece receivM her doom'. 

With lower homage than flie pays to Rome. 75 

Though from the frozen pole our empire run. 

Far as the journeys of the fouthern fun ; 

In triumph though our conquering eagles fly, 

WUerc-e"er foft Zephyrs fan the weftcrn Iky 5 

Still to the haughty Parthian muft we yield, 8* 

And mourn the lofs of Carrae's dreadful field : 

Still fliall the race untam'd their pride avow. 

And lift thofe heads aloft which Pella taught to bow. 

From Cafium now the beardlef? monarch came. 
To quench the kind.ling Alexandriaa's flame, 8.- 

Ff'z Tk- 
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,Th' unwaflike rabble foon the tXimult ceafe. 
And he, their king, remains the pledge of peace j 

• When, veil'd in fecrecy, ^nd dark difguiie. 
To mighty Caefar, Cleopatra flies- 
Won by perfuafive gold, and rich reward. 
Her keeper's hand her prifon gates unban'd, 

- And a light galley forher flight prepared. 
Oh, fatal form! thy native !^gypt ftiame! 
Thou lewd perdition of the Latian name! 
How wert thou doom'd our furies to increafe, 55 

And be what Helen was to Troy and Greece! 
When with an hoft, from vile Canopus led. 
Thy vengeance aimM at great Auguftus' head ; 
Wlien thy ihrill timbrel's found was heard from far. 
And Rome herfelf fliook at the coming war j 100 

When doubtful fortune, near Leucadia's ftrand, 
Sufpended long the world's fupreme command. 
And almoft gave it to a woman's hand. 
Such daring courage fwells her wanton heart, 
•While Roman lovers Raman fires impart : 105 

Glowing alike with greatncfs and delight. 
She rofe ftill bolder from each guilty night. 
Then blame me, hapleTs, Antony, no more. 
Loft and undone by fatal beauty's power; 
l£ C^far, long inur'd to rage and arms, up 

Submits his ftubborn heart to thofe foft charms j 
If, reeking from Emathia's dreadful plain. 
And horrid with the blood of thoufands fiain. 
He fmks lafcivious in a lewd embrace. 
While Pompey's ghaftly fpe^re haunts the place* 115 

It' 
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If Julia's chafteft hame he can forget. 

And raife her, brethren of a baftard fet 5 r 

If indolently he permits, from far. 

Bold Cato to revive tlve fainting war ; 

If he can give away the fruits of blood, iT9 

And fight to make a (trumpet's title good. 

To him, difdaitiing or to feign a tear,^ 
Or fpread her artfully diflievel'd hair, 
In comely forrow's decent garb array'd,- 
And trufting to her beauty's certain aid,- 
In words like thefe began the Pharian maid*. 

If loyal birth and the Lagagan-name, 
Thy favouring^ pityr greateft Caefar, claim, 
Redrefs my wrongs, thus humbly I "mplore,. 
And to her ftate an injur'd queea r^ftorc, r^o^ 

Here (hed thy jufter influence, and rife 
A ftar aufpicious to Egyptian fkies. 
Nor is itdrange for Pharos to behold 
A woman's temples bound with regal gold ; 
N6 laws our fofter fejJ's powers reft rain, 135^ 

But undiftlnguifli'd equally we reign, . 
Vouchfafe my royal father's will to read,- 
And leam what dying Ptolemy decreed ; 
My juft pretenfions ftand recorded there,.. 
My brother's empire and his 'bed to fhare. 14©^ 

Nor woo Id *the gentle boy his love refufe. 
Did curs'd Pothinirs leave him free to choole ;~ 
But now in vaffolage he holds his crown, 
And a(5ls by pswer and pafTions not his own»~ 
Not is my foul on empire fondly fet, . 34^ 

But could with cafe my royal rights forget 5,- 

Ff3 S 
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So ttiou the throne from vile difhonour fayft, 

Reftore the mafter, and dcpofe the flave. 

What fcorn, what pride, his haughty bofom fwcll, 

Since, at lis bidding, Roman Pompey fell ! 150 

(Ev'n now, which oh ! ye righteous gods, avert. 

His (word is level'd at thy noble heart) . 

Thou and mankind are wrongM, when he (hall dare. 

Or in thy prize, or in thy crime to fhare. 

In vain her words the warrior's ears aiTaird, 155 
Had not her face beyond her tongue prevail'd j 
From thence refiftlefs eloquence (he draws. 
And with the fwcet perfua(ion gains her caufe* 
His ftubborn heart diflTolves in loofe delight. 
And grants her fuit, for one lafcivious night. x6o 

iEgypt and Caefar, now, in peace agreed. 
Riot and feafting to the war fucceed : 
The wanton queen dilplays her wealthy ftore, 
Excefs unknown to fru-al Rome before. 
Rich, as fonie fane by lavifh zealots rear'd, 165 

For the proud banquet, flood the hall prepared : 
Thick golden plates the latent beams infold. 
And the high roof was fretted o'er with gold : 
Of foiid marble all, the walls were made. 
And onyx ev'n the meaner floor inlay'd 5 jy^ 

While porphyry and agat, round the court. 
In mafly columns, rofc a proud fupport. 
Of folid ebony each poft was wrought. 
From fwarthy Meroe profufely brought : 
With ivory was the entrance crufted o'er, jym 

And poIifliM tortoife hid each (hining door j 

While 
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While on the cloudy fpots enchasM was feen 
The lively emerald*8 never-fading green. 
Within, the royal beds and couches /hone. 
Beamy and bright with many a coftly ftonei iH^. 
In glowing purple rich the coverings liej 
Twice had they drunk the nobleft Tyrian dye s 
Others, as Pharian artifts have the (kill. 
To mix the party-colour'd web at will. 
With winding trails of various filks were made, iZf, 
Where branching gold fet off the rich brocad6» 
Around, of every age, and choicer form. 
Huge crouds, whole nations of attendants fwarmi 
Some wait in yellow rings of golden hair. 
The vanquifli'-d Rhine fliew'd C«far none Ca fair: 199 
Others were feen with fwarthy woolly heads. 
Black as eternal night's unchanging Ihades. 
Here fquealing eunuchs, a difmemberM train^ 
Lament the loftof genial joys in vain : 
There nature's nobleft work, a youthful band, 19-5. 
In the full pride of blooming manhood ftand. 
All duteous on the Pharian princes wait, 
The princes round the board recline in ftate. 
With mighty Caefar, more than princes great. 
On ivory feet the citron board was wrought, 200 

Richer than thofe with captive Juba brought. 
With eveiy wile ambitious beauty tries 
To fix the daring Roman's heart her prize. 
Her brother's meaner bed and crown fhe fcorns, . 
And with fierce hopes for nobler empire burns j 205 
Collefts the mifchiefs of her wanton eyes. 
And her faint cheeks with deeper rofes dyes ; 

Ff4 Amlift^ 
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Amidft the braidings of her flowing hair, 

The fpoils of orient rocks and (hells appear ; 

Like midnight ftars, ten theufand diamonds- deck 2TO 

The comely rifing of her graceftil neck : 

X)t wondrous work, .a thin tranfparent lawn 

O'er each foft breaft in decency was drawn ; 

Where ftill by turns the parting threads withdrew. 

And all the panting bofom rofe to view. ai5 ' 

Her robe, her every part, her air, confefs 

The power of female ikill exhaufted in her drefs. 

Fantaftic madnefs of unthinking pride,^ 

To boaft that wealth, which prudence ftrives to hide ! 

In Civil Wars fuch treafurcs to difplay, 220 

And tempt a foldier with the hopes of prey ! 

Had Caefar not been Caefar, impious, bold. 

And ready" to lay wafte the world for gold. 

But juft as all our frugal names of old ; 

This wealth could Curius or Fabricius know, 225 

Or ruder Cincinnatus from the plow. 

As Caelar,. they had feiz'd the mighty fpoil. 

And to inrich their Tiber robb'd the Nile, 

Now, by a train of flaves, the various fcaft 

In niafiy gold magnificent v/as plac'd : 23* 

Whatever earth, or air, or feas afford. 

In vaft profuficn crovvns the labouring board* 

For dainties, -ffigypt every land explores. 

Nor fpares thofe very gods her zeal adores. 

The Nile's fweet wave capicious cryftals pour, 235 

And gems of price the grapes delicious (lore j 

No growth of Mareotis' marfny fields, 

But fuch as Meroc maturer yields j 

Where 
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Where the warm fun the racy juice refine*. 

And mellows into age the infant witaes. 249 

With wreaths of Nard the guefts their temples bind,. 

And blooming rofes of immortal kind 5 

Their dropping locks with oily odours flow,. 

Recent from near Arabia, where they grow 2 

The vigorous fpices breathe their ftrong perfume, 245^ 

And the rich vapour fills the fpacious room. 

Here Caefar Pompey's poverty difdain'd. 
And learn'd to wafte that world his arms had gain'd. 
He faw th' -Egyptian wealth with greedy eyea^ 
And wiihM feme fair pretence to feize the prize. 7.^^ 
Sated at length with the prodigious feaft. 
Their weary appetites from riot ceasM j 
When Ca;far, curious of fome new delight. 
In converfation fought to wear the night : 
Then gently thus addreft the good old prieft, %^ 

Reclining decent in his linen veft. 
O wife Achoreus ! venerable feer ! 
Whofe age befpeaks thee heaven's peculiar care. 
Say from what origin thy nation fprung. 
What boundaries to Egypt's land belong ? 26a 

What are thy people's cuftoms, and their modes, 
What rites they teach, what forms they give their gods ? 
Each ancient (acred myfteiy explain, 
Which monumental fculptures yet retain* 
Divinity difdains to be confined, 2^^ 

Fain would be known, and reverenc'd by mankind. 
'Tis Itiid, thy holy predecefibrs thought 
Cicropian Plato worthy to be taught : 

And 
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And Aire the fagcs of your fchook have known 

No foul more form'd for fcience than my own. 27© 

Fanie of my potent rival's flight, 'tis true. 

To this your Pharian fhore my journey drew 5 

Yet know, the love of learning led me too. 

In all the hurries of tumultuous war> 

The ftar«, the gods, and heavens, were ftill my carew 

Nor (hall my (kill to fix the rolling year 

Inferior to Eudoxus' art appear. 

Long has my curious foul, from early youth, 

Toird in the noble fearcli of facred truth : 

Yet ftill no views have urg'd my ardour more, aSto 

Than Nile's remotcft fountain to explore. 

Then fay what fourcc the famous ftream fupplies. 

And bids it at revolving periods rife; 

Shew me that head from whence, fmce time begun, 

The long fuccefllon of his waves has run ; 285 

This let me knov/, and all my toils fhall ccafe, 

Thefword be flicath'd, and enrlh be bleft with peace. 

The warrior fpokc 5 and thus the feer reply'd : 
Nor flialt thou, mighty Csefr.r, be deny'd. 
Our fires forbad all, but ihemfelves, to know, z^ 
And kept with care profaner laymen low : 
My foul, I own, more geneioufly inclined, 
V/ould let in daylight to inform the blind. 
Nor would 1 truth in myfteries reflrain. 
But make the gods, theirpower, and precepts, plain ; 295 
Would teach their miracles, wculd Ipread their praile. 
And well-taught minds to juft devotion raife. 
Know then, to all ihcfe ftars, by nature driven 
In oppofition to revolving heaven, 
Bomt one peculiar influence v;as given. 
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The fun the feafons of the year fupplies, 

And bids the evening and the morning rife j 

Commands the planets, with fuperior force,. 

And keeps each wandering light to his appoinkd eourfe. 

The filver moon o'er briny feas prefides, 30^ 

And heaves huge ocean with alternate tides. 

Saturn's cold rays in icy climes prevail j 

Mai-s rules the winds, the ftorm, and rattling hail'i 

Where Jove afcends, the fkies are ftill ferene j 

And fruitful Venus is the genial queen : 3x4 

While every limpid fpring, and falling ftream, 

Sul)mits to radiant Hermes' reigning beam. 

When in the Crab the humid ruler fhines. 

And to the fultry Lion near inclines, 

There iixM immediate o'er Nile's latent fource, 315 

He ftrikes the watery ftores with ponderous force 5 

Nor can the flood bright Maia's fon withftandj 

But heaves, like ocean at the moon's command j 

His waves afcend, obedient as the feas, 

And reach their deftin'd height by juft degrees. 3;^©^ 

Nor to its bank returns th' enormous tide. 

Till Libra's equal fcales the days and nights divide. 

Antiquity, unknowing and deceiv'd. 

In dreams of Ethiopian fnows believ'd : 

From hills they taught, how melting currents ran, 325 

When the firft fwelling of the flood began. 

But, ah, how vain the thought I no Boreas these 

In icy bonds conftrains the wintery year. 

But fultry fouthern winds eternal reign, 

And fcorching funs the fwarthy natives ftaki* 33^ 
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Yct more, whatever £ood the froft congeals, 

Melts as the genial ipring*s return he feels j 

While Nile's redundant waters never rife. 

Till the hot Dog inflames the fummer (kies \ 

Nor to his banks his (hrinking (beam confines, 33^ 

Till high in heaven th' autumnal baranc& ihines. 

Unlike his watery brethren he prefides, 

And by new laws his liquid empire guides. 

From dropping feafons no increafe he knows, 

Nor feels the fleecy (howers of melting ihows. 34X> 

His river fwells not idly, ere the land 

The timely office of his waves demand j 

But knows his lot, by Providence aflTign'd, 

To cool the feafon^ and refrefh mankind. 

Whene'er the Lion fheds his fires around, 345; 

And Cancer burns Syene's parching ground; 

Then, at the prayer of nations, comes the Nile, 

And kindly tempers up the mouldering foil. 

Nor from the plains the covering god retreats. 

Till the rude fervour of the fkies abates j 3511 

Till Phoebus into milder autumn fades, 

And Mero'd projefts her lengthening fhades* 

Nor let inquiring fcepticks aflc the caule, 

'Tis Jove's command, and thefe are Nature's laws. 

Others of old, as vainly too, have thought 355 

B»y wcftern winds tlie fpreading deluge brought j 
While at fix'd times, for many a day, they iaft, 
Poflefs the fkies, and drive a confVant blaft 5 
Collected clouds united Zephyrs bring, 
And filed huge rains from many a dropping wli 
Tjo heave the flood, and fwell th' abounding fpring. 

Or 
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*Or when the airy brethren's ftedfaft force 
'Refifts the rufhing current's downward cour&y 
^Backward he rolls indignant, to his head i . 
While o'er the plains his heapy waves are fpread. 365 

Some have believ'd, that fpacious channels go 
Through the dark entrails of the earth below ; 
Through thefe, "by turns, revoking rivers pafs, 
"And fecretly pervade the mighty mafs j 
Through thefe the fui^ when'frora the north he flies, 370 
And cuts the glowing -^thioplc fkies, 
From diftant dreams attrafts their liquid ftores. 
And through Nile's fpring th' affembled waters pours : 
^ill Nile, o'er-burden'd, difembogues the load. 
And fpews the foamy deluge iall abroad. 375 

Sages there have been too, who long.maintain'd, 
That ocean's waves through porous earth are drain'd $ 
'•Tis thence their faltnefs they no longer keep, 
'By flow degrees ftill freftiening as they creep ; 
Till at a period, Nile receives them, all, 38® 

And pours them loofely fpreading, as they fall. 

The ftars, and fun himfelf, as fome have fdid. 
By exhalations from the deep are fed ; 
^And when the golden ruler bf the day 
Through Cancer's fiery fign purfues his way. 
His beams attraft too largely from thefea 5 
The refufe-6f his draughts: the nights return. 
And more than fill the Nile's capacious^ urn, 
' Were I the diftates of my foul to tell. 
And fpeak the reafons of the watery fwtll, J50 

To Providence the tatik I fliouid aflign. 
And find the caufe in wgrkmanfliip divine. 

Left 
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Xefs ftreams we trace, unerring, to their birth. 
And know the parent Earth which brought them fort 
While this, as early as the world begun, 3 

Ran tlius, and muft continue thus to run 5 
And ftill, unfathoni'd by our fearch, fhall own 
No caufe, but Jove's commanding will alone. 

Nor, Caefar, is thy fearch of knowledge ftrange 5 
'"Well may thy boundlefs foul defire to range, ' 4 

Well may fhe ftrive Nile's fountain to explore ; 
Since mighty kings have fought the fame before i ' 
Each for the iirft difcoverer would be known. 
And hand, to fiiture times, the fecret down ; 
But jftill their powers were exercis'd in vain, 4 

While latent nature mock'd their fiuitlefs pain. 
Philip's great fon, whom Memphis ftill records. 
The chief of her illuftrious fcepterM lords. 
Sent, of his own, a chofen number forth. 
To trace ihe wondrous ftream's myfterious birth% 4 
Through -Ethiopia's plains they journey'd on. 
Till the hot fun oppos'd the burning zone : 
There, by the god s rtfifclers beams repell'd. 
An unbeginning ftresm they ftill beheld. 
Fierce came Selbftris from the eaftern dawn, 4 

On his proud car by captive monarchs drawn j 
His lav/lefs will, impatient of a bound. 
Commanded Nile's hid fountain to be found : 
But fooner much the tyrant might have known 
Thy fam'd H^fperian Po, or Gallic Rhone, 4 

Cambyfcs too, his daring Perfians led. 
Where hoary age makes wliite the Ethiop's he^id ; 

Ti 
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Till fore diftrefs'd and deftitute of food. 

He ftain'd his hungry jaws^wtth human bloody 

Till half his hoft the other half devoured, 425 

And left the Nile behind them unexplored. 

Of thy forbidden head, thou facred ftream. 
Nor fiftion dares to fpeak, nor poets di-cam. 
Through various nations roll thy waters down. 
By many feen, though ftill by all unknown 5 
No land prefumes to- claim thee for her own. 
For me, my humble tale no more fhall tell, 
Than what our juft records demonftrate well ; 
Than God, who bade thee thus myfterious flow, 
Permits the narrow mind of man to .know. 435 

Far in the fouth the daring waters rife. 
As in difdain of Cancer's burning fitles ; 
Thence, with a downv/ard courfe, they feek the main, 
Pire^ againft the lazy northern wain 5 
Unlefs when, partially, thy winding tide 440 

Turns to the Libyan or Arabian fide. 
The diftant Seres firft'behold the flow ; 
Nor yet thy fpring the diftant Seres know. 
'Midft footy Ethiops, next, thy current roams 5 
The footy Ethiops wonder whence it comes : 445 

Nature conceals thy infant ftream with care, 
Nor lets thee, but in majefty, appear. 
Upon thy banks aftortifii'd nations ftand. 
Nor dare aflign thy rife, to one peculiar land. 
Exempt from vulgar law^ thy waters mn, 450" 

Nor take their various feafons from the fun j 
Though high in heaven the fiery folftice ftand. 
Obedient winter comes at thy command- 

From 
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From pole to pole thy fooundlefs waves extend 5 

One nctirer knows thy rife, nor one thy end. 45^ 

3y Meroe thy ftream divided roves. 

And winds- encircling round her ebon groves j 

Of fable, hue the coftly timbers ftand, 

Dark as the fwarthy natives of the land : 

Yet, though tall woods in wide abundance (pread, 4J0 

Their leafy tops afford no fiiendly ihade i 

So vertically fhine the iblar rays. 

And from the Lion dart the downward blaze. 

" \ 

Strong in thyfelf, colk^led, full, and one. J 

Anon, thy ftreams are parceled o'er the plain. 

Anon the fcatter'd currents meet again j 

Jointly they flow, where Philae's gates divide 

Our fertile ^gypt from Arabia's fide ; 470 

Thence, with a peaceful, foft defcent, they creep, 

And feek, infenfibly, the diftant deep ; 

Till through fcven mouths the famous flood is loft. 

On the laft limits of our Pharian coaft j 

Where Gaza's ifthmus rifes, to reflrain 4.7^ 

The Erythraean from the midland main. 

Who that beholds thee, Nile ! thus gently flow. 

With fcarce a wrinkle on thy glafTy brow, 

Can guefs thy rage, when rocks refift thy force. 

And hurl thee headlong in thy downward courfe 5 4&0 

When fpouting catarafts thy torrent pour, . 

And nations tremble at the deafening roar ; 

When tliy proud waves with indignation rife. 

And dafli their foamy fury to the (kies ? 

Thcfc 
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Thefe wonders reedy Abatiot can tell, 4S5 

And the taU cliSk tkat firft dficlaie thj r^wU } 
The cliffs with ignorance of old belier^d 
Thy parent ¥eins» and for thy fpring receitr*d« 
From thence huge mountains natare*s hand providev^ 
To bank thy too tururious river's fides j 4.9<» 

As in a vale thy current ihe reftrsuins, 
^or fuiFers thee to fpread the Libyan pkinf s 
At Memphis, firft, free liberty &e yields. 
And lets thee loofe to float the thirfty fields* 

In unfufpe^lfd peace iecurely laid. 
Thus Nvafte they filent night's declining fliade* 

Meanwhile accuftomM Furies ftill infeft^ ^ 

With ufual rage, Pothinos' horrid breafl j > 

^\if can the ruiEan's hand from flaughter reft. ^ 

Weil may the wretch, diflain'd wit&Pompey^s bloody 
Think every other dreadful a£lion good* 
Within him flill the fnaky fiAers dwell. 
And urge his foul with all the powers of htilL 
4!.'an fortune to fuch hands Aidi mifchief doom. 
And let a flave revenge the wrongs of Rome t 5*5 
Prevent th* ex^mpky pre-ordained to ftand 
The great renown of Brutus* righteous band ! 
Forbid it, gods I that Caefar^s hallow'd bloodf 
To Liberty by Fate a vi6tim vow'd. 
Should on a lefs occafion e^er be ^ilt, $i9 

And prove a vile ^gyptiaa eiurach's guilt. 
Hardened by crimes, the bolder villain, now^ 
Avows his ptirpofe yvi^ a, daring brow { 
Scorns the m^an aids of falfehood and fufprlzCj 
.And openly the viftor chief defieSt St% 

G g Vain 
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Vain in his hc^s, nor doubting to fucceed. 

He trufts that CsBfar muft, 'like Pompey, bleed* 
The feeble boy to cnirs'd Achillaa^ hand 

Had> with Ills armyy given his crown^s command ; 

To him, by wicked fympathy of mind, 529 

By leagues and brotherhood of murder joinM^ 

To him, the firft and fitteft of his friends, 

Thu8> by a tmftyilave, Pothinus iends : 

While ftretchM at eafe the great Achillas lies. 

And ileep^ts heavy on his flothfiil eyes, 5S5 

The bargain for our native land is made. 

And the diihoneft price already paid. 

The former rule no longer now we own, 

<Ufurping Cleopatra wears the crown. 

Doft thou alone withdraw thee from her ftate, ^ 3 

Nor on the bridals of thy roiftrefs wait ? 

To-night at large Ihe lavifhes her charms. 

And riots in luxurious Caifar's arms. 

Ere long her brother may the wanton wed. 

And reap the refufe of the Roman's bed 5 535 

Doubly a bride, then doubly (hall (he reign. 

While Rome and ^gypt wear, by turns, her chain. 

Nor truft thou to thy credit with the boy, 

When arts and eyes, like hers, their powers employ. 

Mark with what eafe her fatal charms can mould 540 

The heart of Csefar, ruthlefs, hard, and old? 

Were the foft king his thoughtlefe -head to reft. 

But for a night, on her inceftuous breaft ; 

His crown and friends he M barter for the blifs. 

And give thy bead and 'mine for one lewd kif« j 54*5 

... .,.-,. j:.. On 
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On crofly^y or in flames^ we ihould deplore 
Her beauty's terrible refiftleft power. 
On bo^, her fentence is already pa£i*d» 
'She dooms us dead, becaufe we kept h^.chafte* 
Wbat potent hand (hail then affiftance brin|; ? (5^ 
Caefar 's her lovery and her hulband king. 
Hafte, I adjure thee by our common guilty 
By that great 'blood which we tn vain have ipilt» 
Hafte^ and let war, let death, with thee retum, 
And the funereal torch for Hymen's bum. 35 j 

Whate'er embrace the hoftile charmer hold. 
Find, and tranfix her in the lufcious fold* 
Nor let the fortune of this Latian Lord 
Abath thy courage, or reftrain thy fword ; 
in the fame glorious guilty paths we tread, 560 

That raisM him up, die world's imperious head. 
Xike hin, we feek dominion for our prize. 
And hope, like htm, by Pompey's fall to ri/e. 
Witnefs the ftains of yonder blu(hing wave. 
Von bloody fliore, and yon inglorious grave. ^6^ 

* Why fear we then to bring our wilh to pafs ? 
This Csfar is not more than Pompey was. 
What though we boaft nor birth, ngr noble name, ' 
Nor kindred with ibme purple monarch claim ? 

. Confcious of Fate*s decree, fuch aid we fcorn, 57O 
And ki^ow we were for mighty mifchief bom. 
See, how kind Fortune, by this offered prey. 
Finds means to purge all paft offence away : 
With grat^ul thanks Rome fhall the deed approve* 

. sAnd this laft merit the iirft crime remove* 575 

G g 2 StrippM 
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StrippM of 'hU<tii3et; midliR poiiipi4)£ ] 
Csiar*! aSngle (oldiflrfukliionMre* '. .^a 

Think then hovcifilfdMaUkwWitdhnic, ,^\ .-^ 
HowibMi«»»msf aikinjar?d^ii«M«)OM - j?' >*. •; i 
Finifli tU>«u«» • spptait eadi RbraiRy iuiii^ i- igMl' 
Byikcrificing^pntdcvotdllMli^— : . .") 

Fearleft, ye ^drtad wiitid legte^i^ g»^ ; 
Riiih, aU «MteuBCdl» M yMr-cMmiMR Ibtt •- ' 
This ligli^ ye RonMin I- to jMf^c^onbjF diif "^ •'^^' : 
'S^harianftl thivymr kiii|f tapcAki froa fchi^ ; jl^- 
But chief* Achilla»i«aythfr{niifebetliiBey W 
Hafte thou» and find himiOnL-hia bed fiipinc^ -r. . : |i 
Weary with toiliBg. luft» ahd gorj^^d with wiiit«! • . >?^ 
Then ftrike^ tod ^riribnt their. CattiTa 9n9«ca.d««Madb'«* 
The gods (hall give te thy moi^fiMKnirM hma^ . 599 

Nos faii'd the meflkge, fitted to perfnatfe) 
But, prone to blood, the willing chief obeyed* 
No noify tmmpets found the loild alann. 
But iilently the moving legions sfhn i 
All unperceivM, for battle they prepare, 5^^ 

And buftle through the night with buff care« 
The mingled bands who form'd this mongrel diofi^ ' 
To the difgiace of Rome, were Romans mofti 
A herd, who had they not been loft to fluinie» 
And long fcNrgetful of their country^s name, 4o# 
Had blttfh'd to own ev^n Ptolemy dieir head; 
Yet now were by his meaner vafiU led* 
Oh ! mercenary war, thou flave of gold ! 
How ifi thy faithlefs courage bpught and fold f 
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For baib reward thy hireling hands obey; - -y 
Unknowing right or wrong, they fight for pay, > 
And give their country's great revenge away* 3 
Ah, wretched Rome ! for whom thy fate prepares. 
In every nation, new domeftic wars; 
The fury, that from pale Thei&lia fled, 6 so 

Rears on the banks of Nile her baleful head. ; 
What could protefling ^gypt more have done^ 
Had fhe receiv'd the haughty vigor's fon ? 
But thus the gods our finking date confound. 
Thus tear our mangled empii-e all around ; (15 

In every land fit inflniments employ. 
And fuffer ruthlefs flanghter to deflroy. 
Thus ev'n -Egyptian parricides prefume 
To meddle in the facred caufe of Rome ; 
Thus, ha'd not Fate thofe hands of murder ty'd, 620 
Succefs had crown'd the vile Achillas' fide. 
Nor wanted fit occafion for the deed ; 
Timely the traitors to the place fucceed. 
While in fecurity the carelefs gueft. 
Lingering as yet, his couch fupinely prefl : ^s^ 

No gates, no guards, forbad their open way. 
But all diffolv'd in fleep and furfeits lay ; 
With eafe the vi£kor at the board had bled. 
And loft in riot his defencelefs head ; 
But pious caution now their rage withflands, 630 

And care for Ptolemy withholds their hands : 
With reverence and remorfe, unknown before. 
They dread to fpill their royal mailer's gore j 
Lefl, in the tumult of the murderous night, 
Some erriug mirchief on his youth may light. ^35 
G g 3 Sway'd 
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Sway*d by this thought, not doubting to tviccted'. 

They hold it fitting to defier the deed. 

Gods ! that fuch wretches ihould fo proudly dare I 

Can fuch a life be theirs to take, or fpare ? 

Till dawn of day the warrior ftood reprieved, $^ 

And Caefar at Achillas^ bidding liv*d. 

Now d*er aipiring Caiinm*s eaftem head 
The rofy light by Lucifer was led j 
Swift through the land the piercing beams were Bonic» 
And glowing iSgypt felt the kindling mom i 645 
When from proud Alexandria's walls, a£ir» 
The citizens behold the coming war. 
The dreadful legions ihine in juft array. 
And firm, as to the battle, hold their way. 
Confcious, mean while, of his unequal force, C'jo 
Straight to the palace Csfar bends his courfe : 
Nor in the lofty bulwarks dares confide, 
Their ample circuit ftretching far too wide : 
To one fix'd part his little band retreats. 
There mans the walls and towers, and bars the gates. 
There fear, there wrath, by turns, his bofom tears j 
He fears, but ftill with indignation fears. 
His daring foul, reftrainM, more fiercely bums. 
And proudly the ignoble refuge fcorns. 
The captive lion thus, with generous rage, 669 

■Reluflant foams, and roars, and bites his cage. 
Thus, if fome power could Mulciber inflave. 
And bind him down in -Etna's fmoky cave. 
With fires more fierce th' imprifon'd god would glow. 
And bellow in the dreadful deeps below. 665 

Ht 
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He who fa latelyt with undaunted pride, y 

The power of mighty Pompey'* arms defy'd, > ^ 

With juftice and the fenate on his iide^ ^ 

Who, with a caufe which gods and men muft hate» 
Stood up, and ftruggledfor fuccefs with fate ^ 
Now abject foes and flaves infulting fears. 
And ibrinks beneath a ihower of Phariaa ipears* • 
The warrior v^ho difdainM to be confinM 
By Tyrian Gades, or the eaftem Inde, 
Now in a narrow houfe conceals that head, -^ 

From which the fierceft Scythjan» once had fled, > 
And horrid Moors beheld with awful dread* ^ 

From room to room irrefolute he flies. 
And on fome guardian bar or door relies. 
So'boys^nd helplefs maids, when towns are woo,'6S« 
To fccret corners for proteftion run.- 
Still by his fide the beardlef? king he bears^ ; 

Ordain 'd to fliare in every^ HI he fears : 
If he muft die, he dooms the boy to go,^ 
Alike devoted to the (hades below j iSj 

Refolves his head a vi6^im firft fhall fall, 
HurlM at his flaves from off the lofty wall. 
So from -ffietes fierce Medea fled, 
Her fword ftill aim'd at young Abfyrtos' head^ . . 
Whene'er flie fees her vengeful fire draw nigh, 69* 
Kuthlefs fhe dooms the wjetched boy fliould die. 
% Yet ere thefc cruel laft extremes he proves. 
By gentler fteps^ of peace the Roman moves : 
He fends aa envoy, in the royal name. 
To chide their fury, and the war difdaim* 6^s 

G g 4 But 
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But impious the7 °®^ fSO^ ^'^^ lungs regat^. 

Nor univerial laws, by all reverM; 

No right of facred charafters they know. 

But ^ar the olive from the hallowM brow { 

To death the rocflenger of peace purfue, ^otf 

And in his blood their horrid hands embnie* 

Such are the palms which cursM iSgyptiane rlaltn^ 
Such prodigies exalt their nation*s name. 
Nor purple Theffaly's dcftniaive (hort. 
Nor dire Phamaces, nor the Libyan Moor, 705 

Nor ev^ barbarous land, in every age, 
Equal a foft ^Egyptian eunuch*8 rage. 

IncefTant flill the roar of war prevails* 
While the wild hoftthe royal pile aflails. 
Void of device, no thundering rams they bring, 7 lO 
Nor kindling flames with fpreading mifchief fling : 
Bellowing around they run with fruitlefs pain. 
Heave at the doors, and thnift and drive in vain : 
More than a wall, great Caefar's fortune ftands. 
And mocks the madnefs of their feeble hands. 715 

On one proud fide the lofty fabric ftood 
Projefted bold into th' adjoining flood 5 
There, fiU'd with armed bands, their barks draw near> 
But find the fame defending Caefar there : 
To every part the ready warrior flies, 72^ 

And with new rage the fainting fight fupplies ; 
Headlong he drives them with his deadly blade. 
Nor feems to be invaded, but t' invade. 
Againft the ftiips Phalaric darts he aims 5 
Each dart with pitch and livid fulphur flames. 715 

The 
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The fpreadiug fire o'er-nins their un£luous fides, 
And> nimbly mounting, en the top-maft rides : 
Planks, yards and cordage, feed the dreadful blaze; 
The drownmg vcflel hiffes in the feas ; 
Willie floating arms and men, promifcuoiM ftrow*d, 73O' 
Hide the whole furface of the azuce<flood. 
Nor dwells deftru£lion on their fleet alone. 
But, driven by vnnds, invades the neighbouring town i 
On rapid wings the flieety flames they bear, 
lo wavy lengths, along the reddening air. 735. 

Not much unlike, the ihooting meteors fly. 
In gleamy trails, athwart the midnight flcy. 
Soon as the croud behold their city bum. 
Thither, all headlong, from the fiege they turn. 
But Caefar, prone to vigilance and hafle, 740 

To fnatch the juft occafion ere it pafj'd. 
Hid in the friendly night^s involving fliade^ 
A fafe retreat to Pharos timely made. 
In. elder times of holy Proteus* reign. 
An ifle it flood, incompafsM by the main : 745 

Now by a mighty mole the town it joins. 
And from wide feas the fafer port confines. 
Of high importance to the chief it lies. 
To him brings aid, and to the foe denies : 
In clofe reflraint the captive town is held, 750 

"While free behind he views the watery field. 
There fafe, with curs'd Pothinus in his power, 
Csfar defers the villain's doom no more. 
Yet, ah ! by means too gentle he expires ; 
N« gafliing knives he feels^ no fcorching fires 5 755 

Nor 
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Nor were hie limbt by gnnniiig dgere tom^- 
Nor pendent on the horrid crolt are bocnet 
Beneath the fword the wretch refigns kis brands 
And dies too glorioufly by Pompey*t deathi 

Mean-while| by wily Ganymede conveyed, 
Arfi'noe, the younger royal niaid«^ 
Fled to the camp} and -widi a daring hand 
Afltimes the fceptre of Aipreme command s 
Andy for her feeble brother was not there^ 
She calls herfelf thefole.LagKan heir. 
TKen, finee he dares difpute her right to-rngm^ 
She dooms the fierce Achillas to be ilain« 
With juft remoricj repenting fortune paid 
This fecond vidim to her Pompey*s (hade» 
But oh I northisj nor Ptolemy, nor all 
Th€ race of Lagos doomM at once to fall,^ 
Not hecatombs of tyrants fh'all fulGcey. 
Till Brutus (h-ikes, and haughty Caefar dies. 

Nor yet the rage of wai* was hufliM in peace. 
Nor would that llorm, with him who raisM it^ c 
A fecond eunuch to the tafk fuccceds. 
And Ganymede, the power of iEgypt leads : 
He chears the drooping Pharians with fuccefs. 
And urgM theHoman chief with' new drjftreTs^ 
Such dangers did one dreadful day afford. 
As annals .might to lateft' times record> 
And conlecrate to Cime the warrior's fword. 

While to their barks his faithful band defcend 
Caefar the mole's contra6bed fpace defends. 
Part from the crouded key aboard were pafsMi 
The careful chief remained among the lail ; 
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When fudden Egypt's furious powers imit». 

And fix on him alone th' unequal fight. 

By land the numerous foot, by fta the fleet. 

At once furround him, and prevent retreat* f 90 

No means for fafety or efcape remain. 

To fight, or fly, were equally in rain i 

A vulgar period on his wars attends. 

And his^ ambitious life obfcurely ends* 

No Teas of gore, no mountains of the flain, 795 

Renown the fight on fome -diftinguifliM plain : 

But meanly in a tumult muft he die. 

And, over-borne by crouds, inglorious lie : 

No -room was left to fall as Caefar fhould. 

So little were the hopes, his foes and fate allowM. Soo 

At once the place and danger he furvcys,. 

The rifing mound, and the near neighbouring feas : 

Some fainting (Iruggling doubts as yet remain t 

Can he, perhaps, his navy ftill regain ? 

Or (hall he die, and end th' uncertain pain ? 

At length, while madly thus perplex'd he bums^ 

His own brave Scaeva to his thought returns j. 

Scaeva,. who in the breach undaunted flood. 

And fingly made the dreadful battle good ; 

Whofe arm advancing Pompey^s hofl repeird, 810 

And, cooped within- a wall, the captive leader held* 

Strong in his foul the glorious image rofe. 

And taught him, fudden, to difdain his foes y 

The force opposM in equal fcales to weigh, . 

Himfelf was Caefar, and Egyptians they ^ S'z^ 

To trufl that fortune, and thofe gods, once: more. 

That never faiPd his daring hopes bdbre. 

4. Threatening 
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Threateningt aloft his flaming blade be (hook. 

And through the throng his courfc refiftlefs took x 

Hands, arms, and helmed heads before him fly, tao 

While mingling fcreams and groans aicend the iky. 

So winds, imprifonM, force their furious way^- 

Tear up the earth, and drive the foamy fca. 

Juft on the margin of the mound he ftayM, 

And for a moment, thence, the flood furveyM t 8x5 

Fortune divine ! be prefent now^ he cry*d | 

And plung'd, undaunted, in the foamy tide. 

Th* obedient deep, at fortune's high command, 

Keceiv'd the mighty mafter of the land s - 

Her fervile waves officious Tethys fpread, S30 

To raife with proud fupport his awful head. , 

And, for he fcomM th* inglorious race of Nile 

Should pride themfelves in aught of Caefar^g ipoil* 

In his left hand, above the water^s power. 

Papers and fcrolls of high im^rt he bore 5 835 

"Where his own labours faithfully record 

The battles of ambition's ruthlefs fword : 

Safe in his right, the deadly fteel he held. 

And plow'd, with many a ftroke, the liquid field j 

While his fix'd teeth tenacioufly i-etain 844 

His ample Tynan robe's imperial train j 

Th' incumber'd folds the curiing furface fweep. 

Come flow behind, and drag along the deep. 

From the high mole, from every Pharian prow, 

A thoufand hands a thoufand javelins throw j 845 i| 

The thrilling points dip bloodlefs in the waves^ 

While he their idle wrath fecurely braves. 

So 
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So when fome mighty ferpent of the main 

Rolls his huge length athwart the liquid plainj 

Whether he range voracious for the prey, Z^% 

Or to the funny fhore direfts his way. 

Him if by chance the fi{hei*s view from far,. 

With flying daits they wage a diftant war : 

But the fell monfter, unappaird with dread. 

Above the feas exerts his poifonous head j S55 

He rears his livid creft and kindling eyes. 

And, terrible, the feeble foe defies $ 

His fwelling breaft a foamy path divides, 

And, carelefs, o>r the murmuring flood he glides. 

Some looftr Mufe, perhaps, who lightly treads Sdch 
The devious paths where wanton fancy leads. 
In heaven's high court, would feign the queen of lovet 
Kneeling in tears before the throne of Jove, 
Imploring, fad, th* almighty father*s grace. 
For the dear offspring of her Julian race. 95| 

While to the juft recording Romans eyes. 
Par other forms, and other gods arife ; 
The guardian furies round him rear their heads. 
And Nemefis the fliield of fafety fpr«ads i 
Juftice and fate the floating chief convey, \2j4 

And Rome's glad genius wafts him on his way ; 
Freedom and laws the Phaiian darts withftand. 
And fave him for avenging Brutus' hand. 
His friends, unknowing what the gods decree. 
With joy receive him from the fwelling fea 5 ^jj 

In peals on peals t^eir ihouts triumphant rife, 
Koil o^ei* the diHant flood, iuid thviader to the /kies. 
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